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FI could have the vanity to make a 
eg merit of dedicating this TRACGEDV, I 
WE SY ſhould here take an opportunity of tell-. 

NN ing You, that I am, in this, endea- 
e vouring to make the beſt, and only 
return I am capable of, for all thoſe marks of exceed- 


ing goodneſs and humanity, which I have ſtil] had the 


honour to meet with from your Lordſhip. But ſince 
the matter is quite otherwiſe, ſince it is highly to my 
advantage to ſhelter myſelf under ſo great a name; 
ſince I have done myſelf ſo much honour by it; [ 
am bound to own, with all the gratitude I am capa- 
ble of, that your Lordſhip's patronage is a new, and 
will be a laſting obligation upon me. 

Moſt kinds of poetry, but eſpecially Tx actpits, 
come into the world now, like children born under 
ill ſtars; a general indifference, or rather diſincli- 


nation, attends like a bad influence upon 'em; and 


} 
1 


after having buſtled thro” ill uſage, and a ſhort life, 
they ſleep and are forgotten. The reliſh of things of 
0-2 this 


DEDICATION. 
this kindis certainly very much alter'd from whatit was 
ſome time ſince; and tho? I won't preſume to cenfure | R* 
other peoples pleaſures, and preſcribe to the various 
taſtes of mankind; yet I will take the liberty to fay, 
that thoſe who ſcorn to be entertain'd like their fore- 
fathers, will hardly ſubſtitute ſo reaſonable a diverſion 
in the room of that which they have laid aſide. I 1 
could wiſh there were not ſo much reaſon as there 
is to attribute this change of inclinatians, to a diſ- | 
eſteem of learning itſelf. Too many people are apt _ 
to think, that books are not neceffary to the finiſhing + 
the character of a fine gentleman; and are therefore 
eahly drawn to deſpiſe what they know nothing of. 
But, my Cord, among all thefe mortifying thoughts, 
it is {till a pleaſure to the muſes, to think there are 
ſome men of too delicate underſtandings to give into 
the taſtes of a deprav'd age; men that have not only 
the power, but the will, to protect thoſe arts which 
they love, becauſe they are maſters of em. 

L would be very eaſy for me to diſtinguiſh one 


-. 


1 
among thoſe few, after the moſt advantageous man- 5 


- 
- 


- 


ner; but all men of common ſenſe have concurr'd in 


doing it already, and there is no need of a panegyric. 
I could, be almoſt tempted to expoſtulate with the 

reſt of the world (for I am ſure there is no occa- 

ſion to make an apology to your Lordſhip) in defence 

of poetry. I am far from thinking of a good poet, 

as the Stocks did of their wiſe-man, that he was 

ſufficient for every thing, could be every thing, and 

excel in every thing, as he pleas'd ; yet ſure I may. 

be allow'd to ſay, that that brightneſs, quickneſs, 

that ſtrength. and greatneſs of thinking, which is re- 

quir'd in any of the nobler kinds of poetry, would 

raiſe a man to an uncommon diſtinction in any pro- 

feſſion or buſineſs, that has a relation to good ſenſe 

and underſtanding. One modern inſtance can at leaſt 

be given, where the ſame genius that ſhone in poetry, | 
| was 
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| was found equal 10 che firſt employments of the 
ſtate; and where the fame man, who by bis virtue 
and wiſdom was highly uſeful to, and inſtrumental in 
the ſafety and happineſs of his native country, had 
+ been equally, ornamental to it in his wit. > 
This is what I could not help ſaying, for the 
honour of an art which has been formerly the 
favourite of the greateſt men. Not that it wants a 
recommendation to your Lordſhip, who have always 
been a conſtant and generous protector of it. This 
indeed would be much more properly ſaid to the 
world, and when J have told em what men have 
equally adorn'd it, and been adorn'd by it, I might 
not unfitly apply to em, what Horace ſaid to the Pi/e's. 


——Ne fort? Pudori 


8 tibi Miſa Lyræ ſlirs & Cantor Apalls, 


For my own inconſiderable pretenſions to verſe, I 

mall, I confeſs, think better even of them, than 1 

: have ever yet done, if they ſhall afford me the 
honour to be always thought, 


* 


My Lord, 
Your Lordſbip's maſt obedient, 


and devoted humble Servant, 


N. Rows, 


Spoken by Mr. BeTTER TON. 


INCE to your fam d fore fathers quite contrary, 
You from their pleaſures, as their wiſdom vary; 
a bat art, what method, ſhall the port find, 
Zo hit the tafle of each fantaſtic mind ; 
|| Legions of joys your wand'ring fancies lead, 
|| Like ſummer flies, which in the ſhambles breed; 
1 Each year they fevarm anew, and to the laſt wa | 
| | Time bat, when fools by fellowfhip were known ; * 
| But now they flray; and in this populous Town 
1 Each coxcomb has a folly of his own. 
1 Some areſs, ſome dance, ſome play; not to forget 
in Your piquet parties, and your dear baſſet. 


Your country ſquires hunt foxes, your court, places. 
The city too fills up the various ſcene, 

Where fuck: lay wagers, and æubere wiſe men Win. 
Ore rails at Cælia for a late miſchance ; 
One grumbles, and cries up the powr of France. 

7 7s man talks politicks, and that takes pills ; 

One cures his own, and one the nation's ills. 

Now fidling, and the charms of fing: ſong, win ye; 
Harmenious Peg, and warbling Valentini. 

As to your drinking—but, for that, we ſpare it, 
Nor with your other wile delights compare it, 


There's ſomething mare than found, there's ſenſe in claret. 
Bb, Mean 


Some praiſe, ſome rail, ſome bow, and ſome make faces; 


; 
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Tou that have fought for liberty and laws, 


PROLOGUE. 


* Mean-while neglected werſe, in long diſgrace, 

' Amongſt your many pleaſures finds no place; 

© The wirtuous laws of common ſenſe forſfwearing, 

Du damn us like packt juries, without bearing. 

Each puny whipſter here, is auit enough, 3 
* With ſcornful airs, and ſupercilious ſauff, c 


To cry, this Tragedy's ſuch damn'd grave ſtuff. 


But now we hope more equal judges come, 


Since Flanders ſends the generous warriors 


- Whoſe walour the proud Gallic tyrant awes, 
Pioin to aſſert the ſinking muſes cauſe ; 
Since the ſame flame, by different ways expreſs'd, 
* Gloxws in the hero's and the poet's breaſt ; 
: The ſame great thoughts, that rouſe you to the Habt, 
 Jnfpire the muſe, and bid the poet ævrite. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Hengiſt, King of Kent, ſon to Hengiſt | 
e firſt Saxon invader of 4 Mr. Booth. 


Mr. Wilks. 
Offa, a Saxon Pr ince. 


Seofrid, firſt miniſter and favourite to ; 
the Kin g. Mr. Milt. 


Ofewald, friend to Aribert. Mr. Kren. 


WOMEN. 


Rodogune, a Saxon. Princeſs, fiſter to 
a, betrothed to the King. 


Fthelinda, a Britiſb Lady, 
marry d to Aribert. 


; Mrs. Barry. 
pnvately © Mrs . Oldfeld. 
0 


Priefts, Officers, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 


SCENE in Kent, about t wenty Years after the 


- firſt imoaſion of Britain by the Saxons. 


Mr. Husbands. 


THE 
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Royal CON VE RT. 
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AS FF CR. 


SCENE, à Palace. 


Enter ARIBERT and OSWAL'D. 


ARIBER T. 


UCH are, my friend, the joys our loves have known, 
So till to be deſired, ſo ever new, 
Nor by fruition pall'd, nor chang'd by abſence, 
Whate'er the poets dreamt of their E/z/ium, 


Or what the ſaints believe of the firſt paradiſe, 


When nature was not yet deform'd by winter, 
But one perpetual beauty crown'd the year, 
Such have we found 'em till, till, ſtill the ſame. 
Ofw. Such grant, kind heaven, their courſe to be forever! 
But yet, my prince, forgive your faithful Ofwa/d, 
If he believes you melt with too much tenderneſs ; 
Your noble heart forgets irs native greatneſs, 
And finks in ſoftneſs, when you languiſh thus 
Thus figh and murmur but for ſix days abſence. 


F Ta 
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4ri. Chide not; but think if &'er, when chou wert young, 


Thou lov'dſt thyſelf, how thou wert wont to judge 

Of time, of love, of abſence, and impatience. 

What! fix long days, and never write nor ſend! 

Tho? 4delmar and Kenwald, faithful both, a 

Were left behind, to bring me tidings from her: 

How, .'Ethelinda? how kaſt thou forgot me . 
Oc. Perhaps I err; but if the pain be ſuch, 

Why is the fair one, who alone can eaſe it, 

Thus far devided from your longing arms? 

"T were better ne'er to part, than thus to mourn, 
Ari. Oh Ofwald! is there not a fatal cauſe ? 

Thou know mf Eiftlindg—— ., . 

Ou. Is a chriſtian; 

A name by Saxons, and their gods, abhorr'd. 

To me her differing faith imports not much; 

Tis true, indeed, bred to my country's manners, 

1 worthip as my fathers did before me. 

Unpfractis'd in diſputes, and wrangling ſchools, 

] ſeek no farther knowledge, and ſo keep 

My mind at peace, nor know the-pain of doubting ; 

What others think I judge not of too nicely, 

But hold, all honeſt men are in the right 


Ari. Then know yet more; for my whole breaſt is thine, 


Ev'n all my ſecret ſoul: I am a chriſtian. 

"Tis wonderful to tell; for oh, my Ofevald, 

J liſten'd to the charmer of my heart. 

Still, as the night that fled away, I fate, 

I heard her, with an eloquence divine, 

Reaſon of holy and myfterious truths; 

Of heav'n's moſt righteous doom, of man's injuſtice ; 
Of laws to curb the will, and bind the paſſions; 
Of life, of death, and immortality ; 

Of gnaſhing fiends beneath, and pains eternal; 
Of ſtarry thrones, and endleſs joys above. 

My very ſoul was aw'd, was ſhook within me; 
Methought I heard diſtin, I ſaw moſt plain, 
Some angel, in my Ethe/inda's form, 

Point out my way to everlaſting happineſs. | 
Ofwv. *'Tis wonderful indeed ! and yet great ſouls, 
By nature half divine, ſoar to the ſtars, 15 
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And hold a near acquaintance with the gods. 
And oh, my Prince, when I ſarvey thy virtue, 
11 own the ſeal of heav'n imprinted on thee; 
© I ſtand convinc'd that good and holy powers 
l Inſpire and take deli he © to dwell within thee. 
Vet crowds will till believe, and prieſts will teach, 
As wandring fancy, and as int'reſt leads, 
How will the King and our fierce Saxon chiefs 
* Approve this bride and faith? had royal Hengiſt, 
Thy father liv'd ! 
Ari.”Tis on that rock we periſh; 
Thou bring'ſt his dreadful image to my thoughts, 
And now he ſtands before me, ſtormy, fierce, 
| Imperious, unrelenting, and to death 
2 Tenacious of his purpoſe once reſolv'd. 
Juſt ſuch he ſeems, as when ſevere and frowning 
Hie forc'd the king, my brother, and myſelf, 
To kneel and ſwear at Voden's cruel altar, 
Fir, never to forego our country's gods ; 
Then made, us vow with deepeſt i imprecations, 
© If it were either's ſortune e'er to wed, 
Never to chuſe a wife among the chriſtians. 
O/ww. Have you not fail'd in both ? 
Ari. Tis true, I have; 
But for a cauſe fo juſl, ſo worthy of me, 
That not t'have fail'd in both, had been t'have fail'd. 
Yes, Ofvald, by the conſcious judge within, 
So do I ſtand acquitted to myſelf, 
That were my Etbelinda free from danger, 
On peril of my life I would make known, 
And to the world avow, my love and faith. 
Os. I dare not, nay, 'tis ſure I cannot blame you: 
= You are the ſecret worſhip of my ſoul, 
To me ſo perfect that you cannot err. 
But oh ! my Prince, let me conjure you now, 
* By that moſt faithful ſervice I've ſtill paid you, 
+ By love, and by the gentle Ezhelinda, 
Be cautious of your danger, reſt in filence. 
In holy matters, zeal may be your guide, 
And lift you on her flaming wings to heav'n; 
But © ow on earth truſt reaſon, and be ſafe. 


# 
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Ari. 


14 The Royar Converr. 


| | Ari. "Tis true, the preſent angry face of things * 
Beſpeaks our cooleſt thoughts: The Britiſb King, F 
i Ambroſius, arms, and calls us forth to battle, 1 

| Il Demanding back the fruitful fields of Kent, : | 


| 4 By Vortigern to royal Hengiſt giv'n; 
104 A mean reward for all thoſe Saxon lives 


104 Were loſt, in propping Britain's ſinking ſtate. x 
1 Ofw. The war with Britain is a diſtant danger, 1 
10 Nor to be weigh'd with our domeſtic fears. x: 


with Young Offa, chief among our Saxon Princes, 
il Who at the King's entreaty friendly came 
"il From northern 7ut/and, and the banks of Elbe, 
WY With twice ten thouſand warriors to his aid, 
1 Frowns on our court, complains aloud of wrongs, 3 
And wears a public face of diſcontent. | _ 
| Ari. Tis ſaid he is offended, that the King A 
| Delays to wed his ſiſter. | 
il Ofwv. "Twas agreed, | 
"Twas made the firſt condition of their friendſhip, 
ll And ſworn with all the pomp of prietts and altars, 
|, That beauteous Rodogune ſhou'd be our Queen: 7 
1 | Then wherefore this delay ? the time was fix'd, : 
1 The feaſt was bid, and mirth proclaim'd to all; 
| The crowd grew jovial with the hopes of holydays, 
| And each according to our country's manner, 
Il | Provok'd his fellow with a friendly bowl, 
And bleſs'd the royal pair: when on the morn, 
The very morn that ſhould have join'd their hands, 
The King forbad the rites. 
Ari. Two days are: paſt, 
Nor has my brother yet diſclos'd the cauſe. 
Laſt night, at parting from him, he ſtopt ſhort, 
Then catch'd my hand, and with a troubled accent, 
With words that ſpoke like ſecret ſhame and ſorrow, 
He told me he had ſomething to impart, 
And wiſh'd that I would wait him in the morning. 
Ofw. But ſee, Prince Offa, and his beauteous ſiſter ! 
The King's moſt favour'd counſellor, old Seofr:d, 
Is with 'em too. 
Ari. Retire; I would not meet em. 
That Princeſs, Ofwald, is efteem'd a wonder. 
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To me ſhe ſeems moſt fair; and yet, methinks, . 

Doſt thou not mark? there is I know not what 

Of ſullen and ſevere, of fierce and haughty, 

That pleaſes not, but awes; I gaze aſtoniſh'd, 

And fear prevents defire. o men tremble, 

When lightn'ning ſhoots in glittering trails along : 

It ſhines, tis true, and gilds the gloomy night; 

But where it ftrikes, tis fatal. [Exeunt Ari. and Ofſw+ 


Enter Offa, Rodogune, Seofrid, and A!tendants. 


Ofa. By Woden, no! I will not think he meant it; 
Revenge had elſe been ſwift. So high I hold 
The honour of a ſoldier and a king, 
I wo'not think your maſter meant to wrong me. 
Eet him beware, however! jealous friendſhip, 
And beauty's tender fame, can brook no flights. 
What in a foe I pardon or deſpiſe, 

Is deadly from a friend, and ſo to be repaid. 

Szof. Whatever fame or ancient ſtory tells, 
Of brother's love, or celebrated friends, 

W hoſe faith, in perils oft, and oft in death, 


* Severely had been try'd, and never broke, 
Such is the truth, and ſuch the grateful mind 


Of royal Hengift to the princely Ofa. 


Nor you, fair Princeſs, frown, if wars and troubles, 


= * x 
ws. tr tc one itt Doane. 


How like a turtle I bemoan'd his abſence. 
See,. Pardon, fair excellence, if falt'ring age 


To Rodogune, 
If watchful councils, and if cares, which wait 


On kings, the nurſing-fathers of their people, 
With-hold a while the monarch from your arms. 
Rado. When fierce Ambrofius leads the Britains forth, 
Thunders in arms, and ſhakes the duſty field, 
It ſuits thy wary maſter's caution well 
To fit with dreaming hoary heads at council, 
And waſte the midnight taper in debates, 
But let him till be wiſe, conſult his ſafety, 
And trouble me no more. Does he ſend thee 
With tales of dull reſpe&, and faint excuſes ? 
Tell him he might have ſpar'd the formal meſlage, 
Tilt ſome kind friend had told him how I languiſh'd, 


Prophanes 


Who, careleſs of the majeſty of Kings, 

Scatters lewd lies among the crowd, and wins 

il The eaſy Ideots to believe in monſters, 
| I ſhould have much to charge you with, my brother: 
| 1 


1 16 The Royar Converr. 3 
| il 5 1 the paſſion, I was bid to paint 1 
i! And drops the tale imperfect from my tongue. ; 
| i But lovers beſt can plead their cauſe themſelves ; a 
| | if And ſee your ſlave, the King, my maſter, comes, | 
100 To move your gentle heart with faithful vows, 2 

lid And pay his humble homage at your feet. | 2 
| li Enter the Ring, Guards, and other Attendants. R 
| I * King. But that I truſt not to that babbler, fame, J 

| "4 


1 
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* 


I ſtand accusd 
Ofa. How, Sir? 


N „ 
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ih King: So ſpeaks report, | PVF 
ll | As wanting to my honour and my friend ; 
Wil Buy you I ſtand accus'd. 

Wl Offa. Now by our friendſhip, 

lit If that be yet an oath, reſolve me, Heng}, 


[if Whence are theſe doubts between us, whence this coldneſs: 
6 Say thou, who know'ſt, what ſudden ſecret thought 
| | Has ſtept between, ang daſh'd the public joy. 1 
0 | Thou call'ſt me brother; wherefore wait the prieſts, 
And ſuffer Hymen's holy fires to languiſh ! 
What hinders but that now the ritcs begin, 
0 | That now we loſe all thoughts of paſt diſpleaſure, 
And in the temple tie the ſacred knot 
wil Of love and friendſhip to endure for ever? 
| | King. What hinders it indeed, but that which makes 
Wil This medly war within? but that which cauſes 

| 

| 


. 
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* 
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This ſickneſs of the ſoul, and weighs her down 
With more than mortal cares? | 0 
O Fa. What ſhall I call | 
WW This ſecret gloomy grief, that hides its head, 
And loves to lurk in ſhades? have royal minds 
100 Such 1 as ſhun the day? 7 
King. Urge me no farther, , 
wn But like a friend, be willing not to know 1 
"WH What to reveal would give thy friend a pain, 11 
Will! Be till the partner of my heart, and ſhare 11 
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In arms and glory with me ! but oh! leave, 
Leave me alone to ſtruggle thro' one thought, 
One ſecret anxious pang that jars within me, 
That makes me act a madman's part before thee, . 
And talk confuſion If thou art my friend, 
Thou hait heard me, and be ſatisfy'd if not, 
I have too much deſcended from myſelf 
To make the mean requeſt but reſt we here. 
To you, fair Princeſs | | 
Rodo. No! there needs no more; 
For I would ſpare thee the unready tale. 
Know, faithleſs King, I give thee back thy vows, 
And bid thee fin ſecure, be ſafely purjur'd. 
Since if our gods behold thee with my eyes, 
'Their thunder ſhall be kept for nobler vengeance, 
And what they ſcorn, like me, they ſha!l forgive. 
King. When anger lightens in the fair one's eyes, 
Lowly we bow, as to offended heav'n, 
With blind obedience, and ſabmiſlive worſhip ; 
Nor with too curious boldnefs raſhly reaſon 
Of what is juſt or unjuſt, ſuch high pow'r 
Is to its ſelf a rule, and cannot err. 
Yet this may be permitted me to ſpeak, 
Howe'er the preſent circumſtance reproach me, 
Yet till my heart avows your beauty's pow'r, 
'My eyes confeſs you fair. - 
Rode. Whate'er I am 
Is of myſelf, by native worth exiſting, 
Secure and independent of thy prails ; 
Nor let it ſeem too proud a boaſt, if minds 
Buy nature great, are conſcious of their greatneſs, 
And hold it mean to borrow ought from flattery. 


- 


Reao. Hengiſt, no. 

Perhaps thou think'ſt this generous indignation, 
That bluſhing burns upon my glowing cheek, 
And ſparkles in my eyes, a woman's weakneſs, 

The malice of a poor forſaken maid, 


1 King, You are offended, lady. 


For know een from the firſt, my ſoul diſdain'd thee; 
Nor am I left by thee, but thou by me. 


Who rails at faithleſs men. —Mittaken Monarch! 
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So was thy falſhood to my will ſubſervient, | 
And by my purpoſe bound. Thus man, tho! limited 
By fate, may vainly think his actions free, ' 
While all he does, was at his hour of birth, | 
Or by his gods, or potent ſtars ordain'd. | 

Ofa. No more, my ſiſter : Let the gown-men talk, + 
And mark out right and wrong in noiſy courts ; 0 
While the brave find a nearer way to juſtice, 
They hold themſclves the balance and the ſword, ; 
And ſuffer wrong from none. *Tis much beneath me, 
To aſk again the debt you owe to honour ; 
So that be fatisfy'd, we {till are friends, 
And brothers of the war. But mark me, Hexgiſl, 
I am not us'd to wait; and if this day | wo 
Paſs unregarded as the former two, | f 
Soon as to-morrow dawns expect me. 

King. Where ? | 

_ Opa. Arm'd in the field. | 

Segf. Beſeech you, Sir, be calm, [To the King. © 
The valiant Prince | 


] 

] 

l 

Offa. Tho' I cou'd wiſh it otherwiſe. ' 
And ſince the honour of the Saxon name, 

And empire here in Britain, reſts upon thee, T 

Believe me, I would ſtill be found thy ſriend. 1 

[ Exeunt Offa, Rodogune, and Attendantr. | 

King. No, I renounce that friendſhip ; periſh too, 0 

Periſh that name and empire both for ever; v 

What are the kingdoms of the peopled earth, v 


What are their purple, and their crowns to me, B 
If I am curſt within, and want that peace Tn 
Which every ſlave enjoys ? 80 

Seef. My royal maſter, 7 
It racks my aged heart to ſee you thus; — 


But oh! what aid, what counſel can I bring you, 
When all yon' eaſtern down, ev'n to the ge 1; 
That bellowing beats on Dower's chalky cliff, 4 

With creſted helmets thick embattl'd ſhines; 4 
With theſe your friends, what are you but the greateſt!? 
With theſe your focs—Oh! let me loſe that thought, 
And rather think I ſee you Britain's King; 2 
Ambrefus vanquiſh'd, and the fartheſt Pics ? 
3 Submitted 
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Submitted to your ſway, tho' the ſame ſcene 
Diſcover'd to my view the haughty Rodogune _ 
Plac'd on your throne, and partner of your bed. 
King. What! ſhou'd I barter beauty for ambition, 
Forſake my heav'n of love, to reign in hell ? 
Take a domeſtic fury to my breaſt, | 
And never know one hour of peace again ? 
Stateſman, thou reaſon'ſt ill. By mighty Tor, 
Who wields the thunder, I will rather chuſe 
To meet their fury. Let em come together, 
Young Offa and Ambrofſius. Tho' my date 


Of mortal life be ſhort, it ſhall be glorious, 


Each minute ſhall be rich in ſome great action, 


To ſpeak the King, the Hero, and the Lover. 


J 


Seof. The Hero and the King are glorious names; 


But oh! my maſter, wherefore is the Lover ? 


In honour's name remember what you are, 
Break from the bondage of this feeble paſſion, 


And urge your way to glory: Leave with ſcorn 
: Unmanly pleaſures to unmanly minds, 


And thro? the rough, the thorny paths of danger, 


- Aſpire to virtue, and immortal greatnefs. 


—_ Hence with thy hungry, dull, untimely morals, 
The fond deluding ſophiſtry bf ſchools. 


Who would be great, but to be happy too? 
And yet ſuch idiots are we, to exchange 


Our peace and pleaſure for the trifle glory ; 


What is the monarch, mighty; rich, and great ? 
What? but the common victim of the flaie: 
Born to grow old in cares, to waſte his blood, 
And ſtill be wretched for the public good. 
So, by the prieſts, the nobleſt of the kind 

; » to atone the angry gods deſign'd; 

And while the meaner ſort from death are freed, 
* mighty bull, that wont the herd to lead, 


* 
- 


Is doom'd for fatal excellence to bleed. [Exeunt. 
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SF RSS CUTS 
CT SCENE LH 
Enter the King and Seofrid. 


K 1I NS. 


N O more of theſe unneceſſary doubts: ; 

Thy cold, thy cautious age is vainly anxious, 

'Thy fears are inauſpicious to my courage, 

And chill the native ardour of my ſoul. 

This ſullen cloudy ſky that bodes a Storm | 

Shall clear, and every danger fleet away; 1 
: 
| 


Our 'Saxons ſhall forget the preſent diſcord, 
And urge the Britains with united arms ; 
Flymen [hall be aton'd, ſhall join two hearts 
Agreeing, kind, and fitted for each other, 
And Aribert ſhall be the pledge of peace. 

Seof. Propitious god of love, encline his 
To melt before her eyes, to meet her wiſhes, 
And yield ſubmiſſion to the haughty maid. 
Thou that delight'ſt in cruel wantonneſs, 
To join .unequal necks beneath thy yoak, 
For once be gentle, and inſpire both hearts 
With mutual flames, that each may burn alike, 
Oft haſt thou ruin'd kingdoms, ſave one now; 
And thoſe who curſt thee, 
Parſi monious age Ar | 
And rigid wiſdom, ſhall raiſe altars to thee. 
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Enter Aribert. x 1 © 

King. But ſee he comes, and brings our wiſhes with him. Be 

Oh, Aribert! my ſoul has long defir'd thee, © (& 

Has waited long for thy relief, and wanted Tn 
To ſhare the burden which ſhe bears with thee, 1 


Ev'n all the pain you feel, and let my truth ; 


And give thee half her ſorrows. 1 
Be greatly try'd ; let there be much to ſuffer, 


% 
Ari, Give me all, s 
ff 
h 


To 
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To prove how much my willing heart can bear, 
Io caſe my King, my Brother, and my Friend. 


King. I know thee ever gentle in thy nature, 

. + Yielding and kind, and tender in thy friendſhip, | 
And therefore all my hope of peace dwells with thee. 

For oh! my heart has labour'd long with pain, 

I have endur'd the rage of ſecret grief, 

A malady that burns and rankles inward, 

= And wanted ſuch a hand as thine to heal me. 

Ari. Speak it, nor wound the ſoftneſs of my foul 

With theſe obſcure complainings; ſpeak, my lord. 

King. Firſt then, this fatal marriage is my curſe, 

This galling yoke to which my neck is doom'd, 

This bride—ſhe is my plague—ſhe haunts my dreams, 

Invades the ſofter ſilent hour of reſt, 

And breaks the balmy {lumber. Night grows tedious, - 

She ſeems to lag, and hang her ſable wings; | 
And yet I dread the dawning of the morn. 

As if ſome ſcreaming fprite had ſhriek'd, and call'd, 
Hengiſt, ariſe, to-morrow is thy laſt. | 
Ari. A thouſand ſpeaking griefs are in your eyes, 

ro tell the rack within-—1 read it plain. 

But oh! my King, what prophet could have dreamt 

A turn like this? that beauty ſhould deftroy, db 
And love, which ſhould have bleſt you, curſe you moſt. 
King. Oh] wherefore nam'ſt thoulove? can there be love, 
When choice, the free, the chearful voice of nature; 
And reaſon's deareſt privilege, is wanting? 
What cruel laws impoſe a bride, or bridegroom, 

On any brute but man? obſerve the beaſts, 

3 nd mark the feather'd kind; does not the turtle, 
When Venus and the coming ſpring incite him, 

Chuſe out his mate himſelf, and love her moſt, 

Becauſe he likes her beſt ? but Kings muſt wed, 

Curſe on the hard condition of their royalty!) 

That ſordid ſlaves may ſweat and eat in peace. | 
1. 2 tis hard indeed ! — Would ſhe had never come, 

This 

King. So would I'= but no W 

Ari. Ay } now what remedy? 


8 1 hen to refuſe the Saxon Ofn's ſiſter 
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Shall 


There is a remedy, and only one. 


Ev'n ſhe with all that majeſty and beauty, 


And wo'not be repreſt. Some fend from hell 
And ſtung you with the gnawing canker, jealouſy, 
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Shall ſhake your throne, and make the name of Hengiffl 
The famous, the victorious name of Hengi/?, 
Grow vile and mean in Britain. 3 

King. Yes, my brother, 2 


This proud imperious fair, whoſe haughty ſoul 
Diſdains the humble monarchs of the Earth, 
Who ſoars elate, affects to tread the ſtars, 
And ſcorns to mingle but with thoſe above, 


The proudeſt and the faireſt of her ſex, 
She has the paſſions of a very woman, 
And doats on thee, my Aribert. 

Ari. On me 
What means my lord? impoſlible ! 

King. Tis true; 
As true as that my happineſs depends 
Upon her love to thee. My faithful Se 
Has pierc'd into her very inmoſt heart, 
And found thee reigning there. 

Ari. Then all is plain: 
My ſwelling heart heaves at the wrong you do me, 


＋ 


Has ſned his poiſon in your royal breaſt, 


But wherefore ſhould. I ſeek for fiends from hell, 

And trace the malice of the thought from far, 

Since the perfidious author ſtands confelt ? 

This v;\\ain has-traduc'd me. 
Seof.- By the foul 

Of yoa r vitorious father, royal Hengif, 

My e ver gracious, ever-honour'd maſter, * 4 

Much have you wrong'd your faithful Seofrid, 

To think that I would kindle wrath betwixt you, 
Or ſtrive to break your holy bond of brotherhood. 
King. No, Aribert, accuſe him not,. nor doubt 

His oft, his well-try'd faith. But caſt thy eyes 

Back on thyſelf, and while I hold the mirror, 
S urvey thyſelf, the certain cauſe of love: 
Survey thy youthful form, by nature faſhion'd 
The moſt unerring pattern of her ſkill; - 


The | 
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The pomp of lovelineſs ſhe ſpreads all o'er thee, 
And decks thee laviſhly with ev'ry. grace, 
That charms in woman or commands in man; 
Behold— nor wonder then if crowns are ſcorn d, 
; And p majeſty looks vile. before thee. 


This prodigality of ill-tim'd praiſe 2: 
> Seof. Were you, nat all my royal maſter ſaid, 


Form d to enthral the hearts of the ſoft ſex, 
Vet that ſhe loves is plain, from 


Ari. Hence, thou ſycophant! 

Ses. Your Pardon, Sir; it has not been my Office 
"To forge a tale, or cheat your ear with flattery, 
Nor have I other meaning than your ſervice; 

"But that the Princeſs loyes you is moſt true. 


Emma, the chief, moſt fayour'd of her women, 


The only partner of her ſecret. ſoul, 
To me avow'd her paſſion; and howe'er 
er haughty looks reſent the King's delay, 
Yet in her heart with pleaſure ſhe applauds. it, 
— would ent) tho hard to 1 
"he pride, high place and — — ity of empire, 
To ſhare an —_—_ fate with princely Aribert. 


King. Why doſt thou turn away? wherefore deform. 


The grace and Sweetneſs of thy ſmiling youth, 
Vith that ungentle frown ? art thou not pleas'd 
To ſee the tyrant beauty kneel before thee, 
iveſted of her pride, and yield to thee. 
Unaſk'd a prize, for which, like Grecian Helen, 
The great ones of the earth might ſtrive in arms, 
And empires well be loſt? | 
Ari. Are we not brothers? 
We are; and nature form'd us here alike; - 
Fave that her partial hand gave all the majeſty. 
Ind greatneſs to my King, and left me rich 
Quly in plainneſs, friendſly „ truth and tenderneſs, 
Then wonder not our paſſions are the ſame; 
That the ſame objects cauſe our love and hate. 


ou ſay, you cannot love this beauteous ſtranger; 


not my heart like yours? 
King. Come near, my brother: 


23 


Ari. Oh! whicher, whither would you lead? and why 
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And while L lean thus fondly on thy boſom, 
I will diſcloſe my inmoſt ſoul to thee, 
And ſhew thee ev'ry ſecret ſorrow there. 
I love, my Aribert; I dote to death: 
The raging flame has touch'd my heart, my brain, 
And madneſs will enſue. 
Ari. Tis moſt unhappy ! 
But ſay, what royal 'maid, or Saxon born, 
Or in the Britiſb Court, what fatal beauty 
Can rival Rodogune's imperial charms ? 
King. Tis all a tale of wonder, tis a riddle. 
High on a throne, and royal as I am, 
I want a ſlave's conſent to make me happy. 
Nay more, poſſeſs'd of her I love, or love, 
Or ſqme divinity, more ſtrong than love, 
Forbids my bliſs, nor have J yet enjoy'd her. 
Tho' I have taught my haughty heart to bow, 
Tho' lowly as ſhe is, of birth obſcure, 
And of a race unknown, I oft have offer'd 
To raiſe her to my throne, make her my Queen; 
Yet ſtill her colder heart denies my ſuit, | 
And weeping, ſtill ſhe anſwers, tis in vain. 
Ari. Myſterious all, and dark! yet ſuch is love, 
And ſuch the laws of his fantaſtic empire. 
The wanton boy delights to bend the mighty, 
And ſcoffs at the vain wiſdom of the wile. 
King. Here in my palace, in this next apartment, 
Unknown to all but this my faithful Seofrid, 
The charmer of my eyes, my heart's dear hope 
Remains, at once my captive and my Queen. 
Ari. Ha! in your palace! here. 
King. Ev'n here, my brother. 
But thou, thou ſhalt behold her, for to thee, 
As to my other ſelf, I truſt. The cares 
Of courts, and tyrant Buſineſs, draw me hence; 
But Seid ſhall ſtay, and to thy eyes 


[The King /igns to Seofrid, who goes cut. 


Diſcloſe the ſecret treaſure !- Oh ! my Aribert, 

Thou wo't not wonder what diſtracts my peace, 
When thou beholdſt thoſe eyes. Pity thy brother, 
And from the beach lend him thy friendly hand, 
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"3 Left while confliting with a ſea of ſorrows, 

The proud waves over-bear him, and he periſh. 
Ai. Judge me, juſt Heav'n, and you, my royal brother, 
If my own life be dear to me as yours. 

All that my ſcanty pow'r can give is yours. 

If I am circumſcrib'd by fate, oh! pity me, 

That I can do no more; for ok! my King, 

I would: be worthy of a brother's name, 
Would keep up all my int'reſt in your heart, 

That when I kneel before you (as it ſoon 
May happen that I ſhall) when 1I fall proſtrate, 

ZAnd doubtfully and trembling ask a boon, 

The greateſt you can give, or I can ask, 

I may find favour in that day before you, 

And bleſs a brother's love, that bids me live. 

* King. Talk not of asking, but command my pow'r. 

By Thor, the greateſt of our Saxon Gods, 

I ſwear, the day that ſees thee join'd to Rodogune, 

Shall ſee thee crown'd, and partner of my throne. 
Whate'er our arms ſhall conquer more in Britain, 

„Thine be the pow'r, and mine but half the name. 
Wich joy to thee, my Aribert, I yield 
The wreaths and trophies of the duſty field; 

"4 o thee 1 leave this nobleſt iſle to ſway, 

And teach the ſtubborn Britons to obey ; 

While from my cares to beauty I retreat, | 


Drink deep the luſcious banquet, and forget 
2 hat crowns are glorious, or that King's are great. | 
5 [Exit King, | 


4 Manet Aribert. 


Ari. Oh fatal love curſt unauſpicious flame! 
Thy baleful fires blaze o er us like a comet, 
And threaten diſcord, deſolation, rage, 
And moſt malignant miſchief. Ford by Rodogune ! 
What II—muſt J wed Redogune!/—O miſery ! — 
Fantaſtic. cruelty of hoodwink'd chance! | 


+ 


There is no end of thought——the labyrinth winds, 
And I am loſt for ever—Oh ! where now, 


Where is my Etbelinda now | that dear one, 
That gently us'd to breathe the ſounds of peace, 


Les B gent'Y 
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. — _—_ deſcend, or ſlumbers creep ; 
at us'd to brood o'er my tempeſtuous ſ 
FN M 


Enter Seofrid and Ethelinda. 


Seof. Thus ſtill to weep, 
Is to accuſe my royal maſter's truth. 
He loves you with the beſt, the nobleſt meaning; 
With honour | 
Ethel. Keep, oh keep him in that thought, 
And ſave me from pollution. Let me know 
All miſeries beſide, each kind of ſorrow, 
And prove me with variety of pains, 
Whips, racks, and flames : For-I was born to ſuffer : 
And when the meaſure of my woes is full, 
ThatPow'r in whom I truſt will ſet me tree, 

Ari. It cannot be—No, tis illuſion all. _[ Seeing ber. 
Some mimic fantom wears the lovely form, 

Has learnt the muſic of her voice, to mock me, 
To ſtrike me dead with wonder and with fear. 

Ethel. And do I ſee then! my lord ! my Aribert! 
What! once more hold thee in my trembling arms 
Here let my days, and here my ſorrows end, 

I have cnough of life. 
Seof. Ha! what is this! 
But mark a little farther. 

Ethel. Keep me here, 

Oh bind me to thy breaſt, and hold me faſt; 
For if we part once more, *twill be for ever. 
It is not to be told what ruin follows. 

"Tis more than death, *tis all that we can fear, 
And we ſhall never, never meet again. 

Ari. Then here, thus folded in each other's arms, . 

Here, let us here reſolve to die together ; 

Defy the malice of our cruel fate, 

And thus preſerve the ſacred bond inviolable, 
Which Heav'n and Love ordain'd to laſt for ever. 
But 'tis in vain, tis torn, *tis broke already; 

And envious hell, with its more potent malice, 


Has ruin'd and deform'd the beauteous work of Heav'n: 


Elſe, wherefore art thou here! tell me at once, 
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And ftrike me to the heart But tis too plain: 


I read thy wrongs——l read the horrid Inceſt—— 
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Seof. Ha! inceft, ſaid he, inceft- [ Ard, 
Ethel. Oh ! forbear 
The dreadful impious ſound; I ſhake with horror 
To hear it nam'd. Guard me, thou gracious Heay'n, 
Thou that haſt been my ſure defence till now, 
Guard me from hell, and that its blackeſt crime. 
Ari. Yes, ye celeſtial hoſt, ye ſaints and angels, 
She is your care, you miniſters of goodneſs. 
For this bad world is leagu'd with hell againſt her, 
And only you can fave her._——I myſelf, [Te Ethel. 
Ev'n I am ſworn thy foe, I have undone thee, 
My fondneſs now betrays thee to defiruQtion. 
Ethel. Then all is bad indeed. 
Ari. Thou ſeeſt it not. | 
My heedleſs tongue has talk'd away thy life: 
And mark the miniſter of both our fates. - 
[ Pointing to Scofrid. 
Mark with what joy he hugs the dear diſcovery, 
And thanks my folly for the fatal ſecret: 
Mark how already in his working brain, 


| { He forms the well-concerted ſcheme of miſchief : 
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* *Tis fix'd, 'tis done, and both are doom'd to death 
And yet there is a pauſe If graves are ſilent, 
And the dead wake not to moleſt the living. 
Be death thy portion — die, and with thee die 
The knowledge of our loves. 
[Aribert catches hold of Seofrid with one hand, avith 
the other draws his ſword, and holds it to his breaſt. 
Scof. What means my lord? 
Ethel. Oh hold! for mercy's ſake reſtrain thy hand, 
[ Holding his hand, 
Blot not thy innocence with guiltleſs blood. 
What would thy raſh, thy frantic rage intend ? 
Ari. Thy ſafety and my ow 
Ethel. Truſt 'em to Heav'n. 
Seof. Has then my hoary head deſerv'd no better, 
Than to behold my royal maſter's ſon 
Lift up his armed hand againſt my life? 
Oh Prince,, oh wherefore burn your eyes, and why, 


2 Why 
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Why is your ſweeteſt temper turn'd to fury ? b 
Ari. Oh thou haſt ſeen, and heard and known too much; 
Haſt pry'd into the ſecret of my heart, 7 
And found the certain means of my undoing. 'N 
Seof. Where is the merit of my former life, "4 


The try'd experience of my faithful years ! 
Are they forgot, and can I be that villain! 3 
Ari. Thou wert my father's old, his faithful ſervant. f 
Seef. Now by thy life, our empire's other hope, : 
O royal youth, I ſwear my heart bleeds for thee ; 3 
Nor can this object of thy fond deſire, 4 
This lovely weeping fair be dearer to thee, it 
Than thou art to thy faithful Seofrid. E 
] ſaw thy love, I heard thy tender ſorrows, 3 
With ſomewhat like an anxious father's pity, ; 
With cares, and with a thouſand fears for thee. 
Ari. What! is it poſlible! 4 
Seof. Of all the names 1 
Religion knows, point the moſt ſacred out, : 4 
And let me ſwear by that. 2 
if Ari. I would believe thee. 
K Forgive the madneſs of my firſt deſpair, | 
| | ill | [ Letting fall his ford. 
And if thou haſt compaſſion, ſhew it now; 
e Be now that friend, be now that father to me, 
he now that guardian angel which I want, 
1009 Have pity on my youth, and ſave my love. 
ms! Seof. Firſt then, to ſtay theſe ſudden guſts of paſſion 
lj il That hurry you from reaſon, reſt aſſur'd N ; 
Hi! | The ſecret of your love lives with me only. J 
Wl, The dangers are not ſmall that ſeem to threaten you; | 
Yet, would you truſt you to your old man's care, 
e I durſt be bold to warrant yet your ſafety. © 
IN| Ari. Perhaps the ruling hand of Heav'n is in it; j 
And working thus unſeen by ſecond cauſes, 8 
DOrdins thee for its inſtrument of good, # 
ſt 1 To me, and to my love. Then be it ſo, | 
1100 Lc truſt thee with my life; but oh! yet more, | A 
T truſt thee with a treaſure that tranfcends ; 
ll I 0o infinite degrees the life of Aribert; 
I | I truſt thee with the partner of my ſoul, 
(311198 
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My wife, the kindeſt, deareſt, and the trueſt, 


That ever wore the name. 
Seaf. Now bleſſings on you 
May peace of mind and mutual joys attend 
To crown your fair affections. May the ſorrows, 
That now fit heavy on you, paſs away, 
And a long train of ſmiling years ſucceed, 
To pay you for the paſt. 
Ari. It was my chance, 
On that diſtinguiſh'd day when valiant Flavian, 
A name renown'd among the Britiſh chiefs, 
Fell by the ſwords of our victorious Saxons, 
To reſcue this his daughter from the violence 
Of the fierce ſoldiers rage. Nor need I tell thee, 
For thou thyſelf behold'| her, that I lov'd her, 
Lov'd her and was belov'd ; our meeting hearts 
Conſented ſoon, and marriage made us one. 
Her holy faith and chriſtian Croſs, oppos'd 
Againſt the Saxon Gods, join'd with the memory 


Of the dread King my father's fierce command, 


Urg'd me to ſeek my Etbelinda's ſafety, 

And hide her from the world. Juſt to my wiſh, 
Beneath the friendly covert of a wood, 

Cloſe by whoſe fide the filver Medway ran, 


I found a little pleaſant, lonely cottage, 


A manſion fit for innocence and love, 

Had but a guard of angels dwelt around it 

To keep off violence But forc'd from thence—— 

By whom betray'd—— Why I behold her here 

There I am loſt 
Ethel. There my ſad part begins. 

It was the ſecond morn fince thou hadſt left me, 


When through the wood I took my uſual way, 


To ſeek the coolneſs of the well-ſpread ſhade 

That overlooks the flood. On a ſear branch, 

Low bending to the bank, I fate me down, 

Muſing and ſtill; my hand ſuſtain'd my head, 

My eyes were fix'd upon the paſling ſtream, | 
And all my thoughts were bent on Heav'n and thee ; 


When ſudden through the woods a bounding ſtag 


Rulh'd headlong down, and plung'd amidſt the river. 
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Nor far behind, upon a foaming horſe, 
There follow'd hard a man of royal port. 
I roſe, and would have ſought the thicker wood; 
But while I hurry'd on my halty flight, 
My heedleſs feet deceiv'd me, and l fell. 
Straight leaping from his horſe, he rais'd me up. 
Surpr1iz'd and troubled at the ſudden chance, 
I begg'd he would permit me to retire ; 
But he, with furious, wild, diſorder'd looks, 
His eyes and glowing viſage flaſhing flame, 
Swore *twas impoſſible; he never would, 
He could not leave me; with ten thouſand ravings, 
The dictates of his looſer rage. At length 
He ſeiz'd my trembling hand: I ſhriek'd and call'd 
To Heav'n for aid, when in a luckleſs hour, 
Your faithful ſervants, Aaelmar and Kenwald, 
Came up, and loſt their lives in my defence. 
. Ari. Where will the horror of thy tale have end? 
WAN Ethel. The furious, King (for ſuch I found he was) 
ah! Nu 
. By three attendants join'd, bore me away, 
WOW! Reſiſtleſs, dying, ſenſeleſs with my fears. 
U Since then, a wretched captive, I deplore a 
Walt Cur common woes; for mine, I know, are thine. 
Ari. Witneſs the ſorrows of the preſent hour, 
WRIT The fears that rend ev'n now my lab'ring heart, 
Wt For thee, and for myſelf And yet, alas! 
What are the preſent ills, compar'd to thoſe 
'That yet remain behind, for both to ſuffer ? 
Think where thy helpleſs innocence is lodg'd ; 
The rage of lawleſs pow'r, and burning luſt, 
Are bent on thee; tis hell's important cauſe, 
And all its blackeſt fiends are arm'd againſt thee. 
Ethel. Tis terrible! my fears are mighty on me, 
And all the coward woman trembles in me. 
But oh ! when hope and never-failing faith 
Revive my fainting ſoul, and lift my thoughts 
Up to yon' azure-ſky, and burning lights above, 
Methinks I read my ſafety written there; 
Methinks I ſee the warlike hoſt of Heav'n 
Radiant in glittering arms, and beamy gold, 
The great apgelic Pow'rs.go forth by bands 
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To ſuccour truth and innocence below. 


Hell trembles at the fight, and hides its head 

In utmolt darkneſs,” while on carth each heart, 

Like mine, is fill'd with peace and joy unutterable. 
Szof. Whatever Gods there be, their care you are. 

Nor let your gentle breaſt harbour one thought 

Of outrage from the King: His noble nature, 

Tho' warm, tho" fierce, and prone to ſudden paſſions, 

Is juſt and gentle, when the torrent rage 

Ebbs out, and cooler reaſon comes again. 

Should he (which all ye holy pow'rs avert) 

Urg'd by his love, ruſh on to impious force, 

If that ſhould happen, in that laſt extream, 

On peril of my life I will aſſiſt you, 


And you ſhall find your ſafety in your flight. 


Ari. Oh guard her innocence, let all thy care 
Be watchful, to preſerve: her from diſhonour. 
Secef. Reſt on my diligence and caution ſafe, 
Ere twice the ruler of the day return, 
To gild the chalky cliffs on Britain's ſhore, 
Some favourable moment ſha!l be found 
To move the King, your royal brother's heart, 
With the ſad tender ſtory of your loves. 
Till then be chear'd, and hide your inwatd ſortows 
With well-diſſembled 'neceflary ſmiles; 
Let the King read compliance in your looks, 
A free and ready yielding to his wiſhes, 
At preſent, to prevent his doubts, 'twere fit 
That you ſhovld take a haſty leave, and part. 
Sebel. What! muſt we part ? 
Seof. But for a few ſhort hours, 
That you may meet in joy, and part no more. 
Ari. Oh fatal found! oh grief unknown *till now! 
While thou art preſent my ſad heart ſeems lighter; 
I gaze, and gather comfort from thy beauty; 
Thy gentle eyes ſend forth a quick'ning ſpirit, 
And feed the dying lamp of hfe within me ; 
But oh! when thou art gone, and my fond eyes 
Shall ſeek thee all around, but ſeek in vain, 
What pow'r, what angel ſhall ſupply thy place, 
Shall help me to ſupport my ſorrows then, 
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And ſave my ſoul from death? 

Ethel. My life | my lord ! 
What would my heart ſay to thee! but no more—=— | 
Oh lift thy eyes up to that holy Pow'r, | 
Whoſe wond'rous truths, and majeſty divine, 
Thy EZhelinda taught thee firſt to know; 
There fix thy faith, and triumph o'er the world: 
For who can help, or who can ſave beſides? 
Does not the deep grow calm, and the rude north 
Be huſh'd at his command? thro' all his works, 
Does not his ſervant Nature hear his voice ? 
Hear and obey? then what is impious man 
That we ſhould fear him, when Heav'n owns our cauſe ? 
That Heav'n ſhall make my Aribert its care, 
Shall to thy groans and ſighings lend an ear, 
And fave thee in the moment of deſpair. 

Ari, Oh! thou haſt touch'd me with the ſacred theme, 
And my cold heart is kindled at thy flame ; 
An active hope grows buſy in my 2000s 
And ſo :ething tells me we ſhall both be bleſt. 
Like thine, my eyes the ſtarry thrones purſue, 
Ana Heav'n diſclos d, ſtands open to my view; 
And ſee the guardian angels of the good, 
Reclining ſoft on many a golden cloud, 
To earth they ſeem their gentle heads to bow, 
And pity what we ſuffer here below; 
But oh! to thee, thee molt they ſeem to turn, 
Mill! Joy in thy joys, and for thy ſorrows mourn : 
Win Thee, oh my love, their common care they make. ] 


| Me to their kind proteQion too they take, 

I And ſave me for my Ethelinda's ſake. 

i , : [ Exeunt Seofrid and Ethelinda at one Door, 
Na Aribert at the other. 1 
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AT. MEL SCENE-L 


Enter SEOFRI1ID. 


SEOFRID. 


W H AT is the boaſted majeſty of Kings, 

Their godlike greatneſs, if their fate depend 
Upon that meaneſt of their paſſions love ? 

The pile their warlike fathers toil'd to raiſe, 

To raiſe a monument of deathleſs fame, 

A woman's hand o'er-turns. The cedar. thus, 

Thar lifted his aſpiring head to heav'n, 

Secure, and fearleſs of the ſounding axe, 

Is made the prey of worms; his root deſtroy'd, 

He ſinks at once to earth, the mighty ruin, 

And triumph of a wretched inſect's pow'r. 

Is there a remedy in human wiſdom, 

My mind has left unſought, to help this evil? 

J would preſerve em both, the royal brothers; 

But if their fates ordain that one muſt fall, 

Then let my maſter ſtand. This chriſtian woman 
Ay, there the miſchief comes !-—-What are our Gods, 
That they permit her to defy their pow'r? 

But that's not much, let their prieſts look to that, 


Were ſhe but well remov'd——But then the King 


Why, abſence, buſineſs, or another face, 


A thouſand things may cure him — would *twere done, 
And my head ſafe That! let me look to that 


But ſee the huſband comes!—ha !—not ill thought, 
It ſhall be try'd at leaſt. a 


Enter Aribert. 


Ari. Still to this place 
My heart inclines, ſtill hither turn my eyes, 
Hither my feet unbidden find their way. 
Life a fond mother from her dying babe 
Forc'd by oficious friends ne ſervants care,, 
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I linger at the door, and wiſh to know, 

Yet dread to hear the fate of what I love. 

Oh Secfrid] do'ſt thou not wonder much, 

And pity my weak temper, when thou ſeeſt me 
Thus in a moment chang'd from hot to cold, 
My active fancy glowing now with hopes, 

Anon thus drooping ; death-in my pale viſage, 

My heart, and my chill veins, all freezing with deſpair? 

Seof. I bear an equal portion of your ſorrows, | 
Your fears too all are mine. And oh! my Prince, = 
I would partake your hopes; but my cold age, 
Still apt to doubt the worſt——— 

Ari. What do'ſt thou doubt: 

Seof. Nay, nothing worſe than what we both have fear'd, | 

Ari. How ! nothing !- ſpeak thy fear, 

Seof. Why nothing new. | 
The King——thar's all. | 

Ari. The King !-—Oh that's too much! 

And yet yet there is more, I read it plain 

In thy dark ſullen Viſage——like a ſtorm 

That gathers black upon the frowning ſky, 

And grumbles in the wind But let it come, 

Let the whole tempeſt burſt upon my head, 

Let the fierce lightning blaſt, the thunder rive me ; 

For oh 'tis {ure the fear of what may come, 

Does far tranſcend the pain. 

Sesf. You fear too ſoon, 

And fancy drives you much too fiercely on. 

1- do not ſay that what may happen, will: 

Chance often mocks what wiſely we foreſee. 

Beſides, the ruling Gods are over all, 

And order as they pleaſe their world below. 

The King, tis true, is noble——but impetuous ; 

And love, or call it by the coarſer name, 

Luſt, is, of all the frailties of our nature, 

What moſt we ought to fear; the headſtrong beaft 

Ruſhes along, impatient for the courſe, 

Nor hears the rider's call, nor feels the rein. 
Ari. What wouldſt thou have me think ? 
Seof. Think of the worſt, 

Your better fortune will arrive more welcome. 
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To ſpeak then with that openneſs of heart 
That ſhould deſerve your truſt, I have my fears. 
What if at ſome dead hour of night, the King 
Intend a viſit to your weeping Princeſs? 
Ari. Ha 
Seof. He may go, 'tis true, with a fair purpoſe. 
Suppoſe her ſunk into a downy flumber, 
Her beating heart juſt tir'd, and gone to reſt: 
Methinks 1 ſee her on her couch repos'd, : 
The lovely, helpleſs, ſweet, unguarded innocence; 
With gentle heavings rife her ſnowy breaſts, 
Soft. ſteals the balmy breath, the roſy he 
Glows on her cheek, a deep vermilion dyes 
Her dewy lip, while peace and ſmiling joy 
Sit huſh'd and filent on the ſleeping fair. 
Then think what thoughts invade the gazing King ; 
Catch'd with the ſudden flame at once he burns, 
At once he flies reſiſtleſs on his prey. 
Waking ſhe ſtarts diſtracted with the fright, 
To Arivert's-lov'd name in vain ſhe flies; 
Shrieking ſhe calls her abſent Jord in vain. 
The King, poſſeſt of all his furious will 
Ari. Firſt fink the tyrant-raviſher to hell! 
Seize him, ye fiends! firſt periſh thou and I! 
Let us not live to hear of ſo much horror, 
The curſed deed will turn me ſavage wild, 
Blot ev'ry thought of nature from my ſoul. 
A brother ! I will ruſh and tear his breaſt, 
Be drunk with guſhing blood, and glut my vengeance 
With his inceſtuous heart. | 
Sesf. It is but juſt 6 
You ſhould be mov'd, for ſure the thought is dreadful, 
But keep this ſwelling indignation down, 
And let your cooler reaſon now prevail, 
That may perhaps find 'out ſome means of ſafety. 
Ari. Talk'ſt thou of ſafety !—we may talk of Heav'n, 


May gaze with rapture on yon' ſtarry regions; 


But who ſhall lend us wings to reach their height? 

Impoſſible . | 
Seof. There is a way yet left, 
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Ari. Ha! ſpeak 
Seof. Her ſudden flight. 

Ari. Oh! by what friendly means? be ſwift to anſwer, 
Nor waſte the precious minutes with delay. 

Seof. The King, now abſent from the palace, ſeems 
To yield a fair occaſion for your wiſhes ; 

A private poſtern opens to my gardens, © 

Thro' which the beauteous captive might remove, 

Till night, and a diſguiſe ſhall farther aid her, 

To fly with ſafefy to the Briton, camp. 

"Tis true, one danger I might well object. 

Ari. Oh! do not, do not blaſt the ſpringing hopes 
Which thy kind hand has planted in my ſoul. | 
If there be danger, turn it all on me. 

Let my devoted head 
Seof. Nay ! tis not much, 

"Tis but my life; and I will gladly give it, 

To buy your peace of mind. 

Ari. Alas! what mean thou? 

Seof. Does it not follow plain # ſhall not the King 
Turn all his rage upon this hoary head? 

Shall not all arts of cruelty be try'd, 

To find out tortures equal to my falſhood ? 

Imagine you behold me bound and ſcourg'd, 

My aged muſcles harrow'd up with whips; 

Or hear me groaning on the rending rack, 

Groaning and ſcreaming with the ſharpeſt ſenſe 

Of piercing pain; or ſee me gaſh'd with knives, 

And ſear'd with burning ſtee}, *till the ſcorch'd marrow 

Fries in the bones, and ſhrinking finews ſtart, 

A ſmeary foam works o'er my grinding jaws, 

And utmoſt anguiſh ſhakes my lab'ring frame: 

For thus it mult be. 

Ari. Oh! my friend! my father! 

It muſt not be, it never can, it ſha'not. 

Wouldſt thou be kind, and ſave my Ethelinda, 

Leave me to anſwer all my brother's fury. - 

The crime, the falſhood, ſhall be all my own. 

Seof. Juſt to my wiſh. F772 

Ari. Thou ſhalt accuſe me to him. 

Thou know i his own admittance gave me n : 

Swiear 


— 


er, 


18 


row 


The Royar ConveRrT. 37 


Swear that I ftole her, that I forc'd her from thee ; 
Frame with thy utmoſt {kill ſome artful tale, 
And I'll avow it all. 
Seof. Then have you thought 
Upon the danger, Sir? 
Ari. Oh, there 1s none, 
Can be no danger, while my love is ſafe. 
Seof. Methinks indeed it leſſens to my view. 
When the firſt violence of rage is over, 
The fondneſs of a brother will return, 
And plead your cauſe with nature in his heart; 
You will, you muſt be fafe; and yet 'tis hard, 
And grieves me much [I ſhould accuſe you to him, 
Ari. Tis that muſt cover the deſign. But fly, 
Loſe not a minute's time. 
Haſte to remove her from this curſed place ; 
My faithful Ofewald ſhall at night attend thee, 
And help to guard her to the 8rizz camp; 
Thou know'ft that is not far. 
Scof. Too near I know it. [Au... 
Ari. She has a brother there, the noble Lucius, 
A gallant youth, and dear to bravè Ambreſius; 


_ To his kind care reſign thy beaureous charge. 


Seof. This inſtant I obey you. CGeing., 
Ari. Half my fears 
Are over now . 
Seof.. One thing I had forgot. 
It will import us much that you ſhould ſeem 
Inclin'd to meet the love of haughty Rodogune : 
"Twill coſt you but a little courtly flattery, 
A kind reſpeciful look, join'd with a ſigh, 
A few ſoft tender words, that mean juſt nothing, 
Yet win moſt womens hearts. But fee ſhe comes, 
Conſtrain your temper, Sir; be falſe, and meet her 
With her own ſex's arts; purſue your taſk, 
And doubt not all ſhall proſper to your wiſh. 


[Exit Seofrid. 
Aribert /olus. 
Ari. She comes indeed! Now where ſhall I begin, 


How ſhall I teach my tongue to frame a language 
do different from my heart? Oh ZEthelinaal ; 


My 
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My heart was made to ſit and pair with thine, 
Simple and plain, and fraught with artleſs tenderneſs ; 
Form'd to receive one love, and only one, 
But pleas'd and proud, and dearly fond of that, 
It knows not what there can be in variety, 
And would not if it could. 
Enter Rodogune. 
Rodo. Why do I ſtay, 
Why linger thus within this hated place, 
Where ev'ry object ſhocks my loathing eyes, 
And calls my injur'd glory to remembrance? 
The King!—the wretch! but wherefore did I name him 
Find out, my ſoul, in thy rich ſtore of thought, 
Somewhat: more great, more worthy of thyſelf; 
Or let the mimic fancy ſhew its art, 
And paint ſome pleaſing image to delight me, 
Let beauty mix with majeſty and youth, 
Let manly aq be temper'd wel? with ſoftneſs ; 
Let love, the god himſelf, adorn the work, 
And I will call the charming fantom, Aribert. 
Oh Yenus !/——whither—whither would I wander ? 
Be huſht, my tongue——ye gods! 'tis he himſelf — 
[Seeing Ari. 
Ari. When, faireſt Princeſs, you avoid our court, 
And lonely thus from the full pomp retire, 
Love and the graces follow to your ſolitude; 
They croud to form the ſhining circle round you, 
And all the train ſeems yours; while purple majeſty, 
And all thoſe outward ſhews which we call greatneſs, 
Languiſh and droop, ſeem empty and forſalcen, 
And draw the wond'ring gazer's eyes no more. 
Rodo. The courtier's art 1s meanly known in Britain, 
If yours preſent their ſervice, and their vows, 
At any ſhrine but where their maſter kneels. 
You know your brother pays not his to me, 
Nor would I that he ſhould. | 
' 2&4; The hearts of Kings 


Are plac'd, *tis true, beyond their ſubjects ſearch; 

Yet might I judge by love's or reaſon's rules, 

Where ſhall my brother find on earth-a'beauty, 

Like what I now behold ? 2. 
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Rodo. That you can flatter, 
Is common to your ſex; you ſay indeed, 
i We women love it——and perhaps we do. 
Fools that we are, we know that you deceive us, 
And yet, as if the fraud were pleaſing to us, 
And our undoing joy ſtill you go on, 
And ſtill we hear vou But, to change the theme, 
T'1l1 find a fitter for you than wy beauty. 
Ari. Then let it be the love of royal Heng?/2. 
Rodo. The King, your brother, could not chuſe an 
advocate, | 
Whom [I would ſooner hear on any ſubjeR, 
Bating that only one, his love, than you; 
Tho' you perhaps (for ſome have wond'rous arts) 
Could ſoften the harſh ſound. The firing that jars, 
When rudely touch'd ungrateful to the ſenſe, 
With pleaſure feels the maſter's flying fingers, 
Swells into harmony, and charms the hearers, 
Ari. Then hear me ſpeak of love. — 
Roa. But not of his. 
Ari. Tis true | ſhould not grace the ſtory much, 
Rude and unſkilful in the moving paſſion, 
I ſhould not paint its flames with equal warnth; 
Strength, lite, and glowing colours would be wanting. 
And languid nature ipeak the work imperfect. 
Rode. Then happ'ly yet your breaſt remains untouch'd; 
Tho' that ſeems ſtrange; You've ſeen the court of Britain; 
There, as | oft have heard, imperial beauty 
Reigns in its native throne, like light in Heav'n; 
While all the fair ones of the neighb'ring world, 
With ſecond luftre meanly ſeem to ſhine, 
The faint reflections of the glory there. 
= Ari. If e'er my heart incline to thoughts of love, 
Methinks I ſhould not (tho' perhaps I err) 
Expect to meet the gentle paſſion join'd 
With pomp and greatneſs: Courts may boaſt of beauty 
But love is ſeldom found to dwell amongſt em- , 
Rodo Then courts are wretched. . — 
Ari So they ſeem to love. 
From pride, from wealth, from buſineſs, and from pow'r, 
Loathing he flies, and ſeeks the peaceful village; 
He ſeeks the cottage in the tufted grove, 
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The ruſſet fallows, and the verdant lawns, 
'The clear cool brook, and the deep woody glade, 


Bright winter fires, and ſummer ev'nings ſuns : 


Theſe he prefers to gilded roofs and crowns; 
Here he delights to pair the conſtant ſwain, 
With the ſweet, unaffected, yielding maid; 
Here is his empire, here his choice to reign, 
Here, where he dwells with innocence and truth. 
Rodo. To minds, which know no better, theſe are joys; 
But Princes, ſure, are born with nobler thoughts. 
Love, is in them a flame that mounts to Heav'n, 
And ſeeks its ſource divine, and kindred ſtars; 
That urges on the mortal man to dare, 
Kindles the vaſt deſires of glory in him, 
And makes ambition's ſacred fires burn bright. 
Nor you, howe'er your tongue diſguiſe your heart, 
Have meaner hopes than theſe. | 
Ari. Mine have been ſtill 
Match'd with my birth; a younger brother's hopes. 
Rodo. Nay, more; methinksI read your future greatneſs; 
And, like ſome bard inſpired, I could foretel 
What wond'rous things our Gods reſerve for you. 
Perhaps, ev'n now, your better ſtars are join'd ; 
Auſpicious love and fortune now conſpire, 
At once to crown you, and beſtow that greatneſs, 
Which partial nature at your birth deny'd. 


Enter the King, Guards, and other Attendants. 


King. She muſt, ſhe ſhall be found, tho' ſhe be ſunk 
Deep to the center, tho' eternal night 
Spread wide her ſable wing, to ſhade her beauties, 
And ſhut me from her fight. But fay, thou traitor; 
Thou that haſt made the name of friendſhip vile, 
And broke the bonds of duty and of nature, 
Where haſt thou hid thy theft ?—So young, ſo falſe— 
Have I not been a father to thy youth, 
And lov'd thee with a more than brother's love? 
And am I thus repaid ?—But bring her forth, 
Oc by our Gods thou dy ſt. 
Rodo. What means this rage ? [ Hfede. 
Ari. Then briefly thus: You are my King and 3 
- * e 
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The names which moſt I reverence on earth, 
And fear offending moft. - Yet to defend 
My Honour and my Love from violation, 
O'er ev'ry bar refiſtleſs will I ruſh, 
And, in deſpight of proud tyrannic pow'r, 
Seize and aſſert my right! 
King. What thine! thy right! 
Riddles and tales. 
Ari. Mine by the deareſt tie, 
By holy marriage mine, ſhe is my wife. | 
Reao. Racks, tortures, madneſs, ſeize me! oh con- 
fuſion ! [ Afede. 3 
Ari. I ſee thy heart ſwells, and thy flaming viſage 5 
Reddens with rage at this unwelcome truth; | 
But fince I know my Ethelinda ſafe, 
] have bur little care for what may happen. 
To-morrow may be Heay'n's——or yours to take, $ 
Tf this day be my laft, why farewel life; | F 
„ 1 hold it well beſtow'd for her I love, Þ 
: 


Rodo. May ſorrow, ſhame and ſickneſs overtake her. 
And all her beauties, like my hopes, be blaſted. [ Aide. 
King. So brave! but I ſhall find the means to tame you, 
To make thee curſe thy folly, curſe thy love, , 
And to the dreadful Gods, who reign beneath, | 
Devote thy fatal bride. She is a chriſtian; 3 
Remember that, fond boy, and then remember 
That ſacred vow, which, perjur'd as thou art, 
Proſtrate at Voden's Altar, and invokin 
With ſolemn Runick rites, our country's Gods, 
Thou mad'ſt in preſence of our royal father. 
Ari. Yes, T remember well the impious oath, 
Hardly extorted from my trembling youth ; 
*When burning with miſguided zealed. the King, 
Compell'd my knee to bend before his Gods, 
And forc'd us both to ſwear to what we knew not. 
King. Now, by the honours of the Saxon race, 
A long and venerable line of heroes, 
I ſwear thou art abandon'd, loſt to honour, 
. And fall'n from ev'ry great and godlike thought. 
, | Some whining coward prieſt has wrought upon _ F 
e n 
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And drawn thee from our brave forefathers faith, 
Falſe to our Gods, as to thy King and brother. 

Ari. "Tis much beneath my courage and my truth, 

To borrow any mean diſguiſe from falſhond. 
No! tis my. glory that the Chriſtian light 
Has dawn'd, like day, upon my darker mind, 
And taught my ſoul the nobleſt uſe of reaſon ; 
Taught her to ſoar aloft, to ſearch, to know, 
That vaſt eternal fountain of her Being; 

Then, warm with-indignation, to deſpiſe 
The things. you call our country's Gods, to ſcorn 
And trample on their ignominious altars. 

King. is well, Sir, —impious boy !—Ye Saxon Gods; 
And thou, oh royal Herg:i/?, whoſe dread will 
And injur'd majeſty I now aflert, 

Hear, and be preſent to my juſtice, hear me, 
While thus I vow to your offended deities | 
This traitor's life; he dies, nor ought on earth 
Saves his devoted head. One to the prieſts : 
| [To the Attendants. 
Bid 'em be ſwift, and dreſs their bloody altars 
With ev'ry circumſtance of tragic pomp ; 
To day a royal victim bleeds upon em. 
Rich ſhall the fmoke and ſteaming gore aſcend, 
To glut the vengeance of our angry Gods. 

Rodo. At once ten thouſand racking paſſions tear me, 
And my heart heaves as it would -burſt my boſom. 
Oh can I, can I hear him doom'd to death, 

Nor ſtir, nor breathe one ſingle ſound to ſave him? 
It wo'not be — and my fierce haughty ſoul, 
Whate'er ſhe ſuffers, till diſdains to bend, 

To ſue to the curſt, hated tyrant King. | 

Oh love! oh glory!—Wouldſt thou die thus tamely : 


[To Aribert. 


Is life ſo ſmall a thing, ſo mean a boon, . 

As is not worth the aſking !-—Thou art filent? 

Wilt thou not plead for life? Intreat the tyrant, 

And waken nature in his iron heart. | 
Ari. Life has ſo little in it good or pleaſing, 

That ſince it ſeems not worth a brother's care, 

»Tis hardly worth my aſking. 


King. 


＋— - - 
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King. Seize him, guards, 
And bear him to his fate. [ Guards ſeize Aribert. 


Rodo. Yet, Hengiſt, know, | 
If thou ſhalt dare to touch his precious life, 
Know that the Gods and Rodrgune prepare 
The ſharpeſt ſcourges of vindictive war. 
Fly where thou wilt, the ſword ſhall ftill purſue 
With vengeance, | a brother's murder due. 
Driven out from man, and mark'd for public ſtorn, 
Thy raviſh'd ſcepter vainly ſhalt thou mourn. 
And when at length thy wretched life ſhall ceaſe, 
When in the ſilent grave thou hop'ſt for peace: 
Think not the grave ſhall hide thy hated head! 
Still, {1:11 1 will purſue thy fleeting ſhade; 
] curs'd thee living, and will plague thee dead. ; | 
[Exit Rodogune. 1 
King. On to the temple with him: let her rave, J 


And propheſy ten.thouſand thouſand horrors ; # 
I could join with her now, and bid em come; $ 
„ They fit the preſent ſury of my ſoul. , 
The ſtings of love and rage are fix'd within, —_ 


And drive me on to-madnets. Earthquakes, whirlwinds, 
A general wreck of nature now would pleaſe me. 

For oh ! not all the driving wintry war, 

When the ftorm groans and bellows from afar, 

When thro” the gloom the glancing lightnings fly, | 


* . 
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Heavy the ratling thunders roll on high, 

And teas and earth mix with the duſky ſky; 

Not all thoſe warring elements we fear, 

Are equal to the inborn tempeſt here; 

Fierce as the thoughts which mortal man control, 
When love and rage contend, and tear the lab'ring ſoul. 
Y a | [| Exeunt, 


Tt. 


8e 
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ET STOTUNLE EL 


The SCENE is a Temple adirw'd according to th II have, 
SBluperſtition of the ancient Saxons ; in the middle are Ari 
plac'd their three principal Idol: Thor, Woden, ad 7 
Freya. | 


Muſick is heard at a 2 as of the Prieſts preparing 
| Eo fer the Sacrifice, Then 


Enter ARIBERT, 


| AR1IBERT. 


XL night the bloody prieſts, a dreadful band, 
Have watch'd intent upon their horrid rites, 
With many a dire and execrable pray'r, 
Calling the fiends beneath, the ſallen Demons 
That dwell in darkneſs deep, and foes to man, 
Delight in reeking ſtreams of human gore. 
Now huddled on a heap, they murmur'd hoarſe. 
And hiſſing 22 round their myftic charms ; 
And now, as if by ſudden madneſs ſtruck, 
With ſcreaming ſhrill they ſhook the vaulted roof, 
And vex'd the ſtill, the filent, ſolemn midnight. 
Such ſure in everlaſting flames below, 
Such are the groans of poor lamenting ghoſts, 
And ſuch the howlings of the laſt deſpair. 
Anon to ſounds of woe, and magic ſtrings, 
They danc'd in wild fantaſtic meaſures round; 
| Then all at once they bent their ghaſtly viſages 
On me, and yelling, thrice they cry'd out, Aribert! „ 
I have endur'd their horrors— And at length o min 
See! the night wears away, and chearful morn, An ind ye 


It 
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All ſweet and freſh, ſpreads from the roſy eaſt ; 
Fair nature ſeems reviv'd, and ev'n my heart 
Sits light and jocund at the day's return, 

And fearleſs waits an end of all its ſufferings. 


Enter one of the Guards, he delivers a letter to Aribert. 


Guard. From Oſwald this, on peril of my life 
[ have engag'd to render to your hands. [Exit, 


Ari. reads.] Seofrid has been juft to his Word ; be has 
deliver'd the fair Ethelinda to my charge: <ve have 
happily paſt all the Guards, and hope in two Hours 
to reach the Britons Camp. 

| From your faithful Oſwald. 


hen thou haſt nothing left on earth, my ſoul, 
orthy thy farther care. Why do I ſtay, 

'by linger then, and want my Heav'n ſo long? 
o live is to continue to be wretched, 

ind robs me of a great and glorious death. 


Enter Rodogune with an Officer, he ſpeaks to her 


entring. 


Ofc. Thus Ofa to his beauteous ſiſter ſends: 

Depend upon a brother's love and care, 
To further all you wiſh. 

Rodo. Tis well! be near, [Exit Officer, 
ind wait my farther order. See! my heart, | 
ee there thy deareſt choice, thy fond deſire. 

e with how clear a brow, what chearful grace, 

Vith all his native ſweetneſs undifturb'd, 

he noble youth attends his harder fate. 

came to join my friendly grief with yours, [To Ari, 
o curſe your tyrant brother, and deplore 

our youthful hopes, thus all untimely blaſted; 

ut you, I ſee, have learn'd to ſcorn your danger; 

ſou wear a face of triumph, not of mourning : 

as death ſo little in it? 

Ari. Oh! tis nothing, 

o minds that weigh it well: The vulgar fear it, 
ind yet they know not why. Since never any 


Did 
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Did from that dark and doubtful land as yet 
Turn back again, to tell us 'tis a pain. 
To me it ſeems like a long wiſh'd-for happineſs, 
Beyond what ev'n our expeCtation paints; 
Tis comfort to the ſoul, tis peace, tis reſt ; 
It comes like ſlumber to the ſick man's eyes. 
Burning and reſtleſs with a fever's rage, 
All night he toſſes on his weary bed; 
He tells the tedious minutes as they paſs, 
And turns, and turns, and ſeeks for eaſe in vain: 
But if, at morning's dawn, ſweet ſleep falls on him, 
Think with what pleaſure he refigns his ſenſes, 
Sinks to his pillow and forgets his pain. 

Rodeo. Perhaps it may be ſuch a ſtate of indolence; 
But ſure the active ſoul ſhould therefore fear it. 
The gods have dealt unjuſtly with their creatures, 
If barely they beſlow a wretched being, 
And ſcatter not ſome pleaſures with the pain, 
To make it worth their keeping. Is there nothing 
Could make you with to live ? 

Ari, Oh! yes, there is; 
There is a bleſſing I could wiſh to live for, 
To live, for years, for ages to enjoy it; 
But far, alas! divided from my arms, 
It leaves the world a wilderneſs before me, 
With nothing worth deſiring. 

Rado. Dull and cold? 
Or cold at leaſt to me, dull, dull indifference. 
What if ſome pitying pow'r look down from Heav'n, 
And kindly viſit your afflicted fortunes ! 
What if it ſend ſome unexpected aid, 
Some generous heart, and iome prevailing hand, 
Willing to ſave, and mighty to defend, | 
Who from the gloomy confines of the grave, 
Timely ſhall ſnatch, ſhall bring you back to life, 
And raiſe you up to empire and to love? 


Ari. The wretched have few friends, at leaſt on earth: 


Then what have 1 to hope? 

Redo. Hope every thing, | 
Hope all that merit, ſuch as yours may claim, 
Such as commands the world, exacts their homage, 


[ Afade, 


And 
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And makes ev'n all the good and brave your friends. 


Ari. And can you then vouchſafe to flatter miſery? 
T'enrich ſo fall'n, ſo loſt a thing as I am, 


With the ſweet breath of praiſe ! ſo pious virgins 
Rob the whole ſpring to make their garlands fine, 
Then hang 'em on a ſenſeleſs marble tomb. 

Redo. A burning purple fluſhes o'er my face, 

And ſhame forbids my tongue, or I would ſay, 
That I-—oh Aribert — I am thy friend. | 

Yet wherefore ſhould I bluſh to own the thought? 
For who !-—who would not be the friend of Aribert? 

Ari, Why is this wond'rous goodneſs loſt on me? 
Why is this bounty laviſh'd on a bankrupt, 
Who has not left another hour of life 
To pay tae mighty debt? 

Rodo. Oh! let me yet, 
Yet add to it, and ſwell the ſum yet higher; 
Nor doubt but fate ſhall find the means to pay it. 
Know then that I have paſs'd this live- long night 
Sleepleſs and anxious, with my cares for thee ; 
The Gods have ſure approv'd the pjous thought, 
And crown'd it with ſucceſs. Since I have gain'd 
Alfred, the chief of mighty Woden's prieſts, 
To find a certain way for thy eſcape, 
One of the ſacred habits is at hand 
Prepar'd for thy diſguiſe, the holy man 
Attends to guide thee to my brother's camp: 
Myſelt—Oh! yet lie ſtill, my beating heart [ Aal. 
Whatever dangers chance, myſelf will be 
The partner and the guardian of thy flight. 

Ari. Now what return to make——Oh let me ſink, 
With all theſe warring thoughts together in me, 
Bluſhing to earth, and hide the vaſt confuſion. 

Rado. Ye Gods! he anſwers not, but hangs his head 


In ſullen ſilence; ſee ! he turns away, 


And bends his gloomy viſage to the earth. 


| To what am I betray'd! Oh ſhame! diſhonour ! 


And more than woman's weakneſs! he has ſeen me, 
Seen my fond heart, and ſcorns the eaſy prize. 
Blaſt me, ye bghtnings, ſtrike me to the centre, 


Drive 
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Drive, drive me down, down to the depths beneath; 
Letime not live, nor think——let me not think, 
For I have been deſpis'd ten thouſand thouſand, 
And yet ten thouſand curſes——— Oh my folly ! 
Ari. Thus let me fall, thus lowly to the earth, [ Kneeling. 
In humble adoration of your goodneſs ; 
Thus with my lateſt accents breathe your name, 
And bleſs you &'er I die. Oh Rodogune, 
Fair royal maid! to thee be all thy wiſhes, 
Content and everlaſting peace dwell with thee, 
And every joy be thine. Nor let one thought 
Of this ungrateful, this unhappy Aribert 
Remain behind, to call a ſudden figh, 
Or ſtain thee with a tear. Behold I go, 
Doom'd by eternal fate, to my long reſt; 
Then let my name too die, fink to oblivion, 
And ſleep in filence with me in the grave. 
Rods. Doſt thou not wiſh to live? 
Ari. I cannot. 
Rado. Why? 
Behold J give thee life. 
Ari. And therefore — 0h! 
Therefore I cannot take it. I dare die. 
But dare not be oblig'd. I dare not owe 
What I can never render back. 
Rodo. Confuſion! 
Is then the bleſſing, life, become a curſe, 
When offer'd to thee by my baleful hand? 
Ari. Oh no! for you are all that's good and gracious; 
Nature, that makes your ſex the joy of ours, 
Made you the pride of both ; ſhe gave you ſweetneſs, 
So mix'd with ſtrength, with majetty ſo rais'd, 
To make the willing world confeſs your empire, 
And love, while they obey. Nor ſtay'd ſhe there. 
But to the body fitted ſo the mind, 
As each were faſhion'd ſingly to excel, 
As if ſo fair a form diſdain'd to harbour 
A ſoul leſs great, and that great ſoul could find 
Nothing ſo like the Heav'n trom whence it came, 
As that fair form to dwell in, 
| Redo. 
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Rodo. Soothing ſounds ! 
Delightful flattery from him we love; [ Afedes 
But what are theſe to my impatient hopes 

Ari. Yet wherefore ſhould this mighty maſs of wealth 
Be vainly plac'd before my wond'ring eyes, | 
Since I muſt ne'er poſſeſs it, ſince my heart, 

Once giv'n, can ne'er return, can know no name 
But Ethelinda, only Ethelind's ? 

Fix'd to its choice, and obſtinately conſtant, 

It liſtens not to any other call. 

So rigid hermits, that forſake the world, 

Are deaf to glory, greatneſs, pomps and pleaſures; 
Severe in zeal, and inſolently pious, 

They let attending princes vainly wait, 

Knock at their cells, and lure 'em forth in vain. 

Reds. How is ſhe form'd? with what ſuperior grace, : 
This rival of my love? What envious God, \ 
In ſcorn of nature's wretched works below, 

Improv'd and made her more than half divine? 

How has he taught her lips to breath Ambrofia? a 
How dy'd her -bluſhes with the morning's red, 'Y 
And cloath'd her with the faireſt beams of light, 

To make her ſhine beyond me? 

Ari. Spare the theme. 

Rods. But then her mind! ye gods, which of you all 
Could make that great, and fit to rival mine? 

What more than heavenly fire informs the maſs ? 
Has ſhe a ſoul-can dare beyond our Sex, 
I Beyond ev'n man himſelf, can dare like mine? 1 
I Can ſhe reſolve to bear the ſecret ſtings g 
Of ſhame and conſcious pride, diſtracting rage, 
And all the deadly pangs of love deſpis d! 
Oh no! ſhe cannot, nature cannot bear it; [Weeping. 
It ſinks ev'n me, the torrent drives me down, | 
The native greatneſs of my ſpirit fails, 
Thus melts, and thus runs guſhing thro? my eyes, 
The floods of ſorrow drown my dying voice, 
And I can only call thee-—cruel Aribert! 

Ari. Oh thou, juſt Heav'n, if mortal man may dare 

To look into thy great 1 thy fate, | 


Were 
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Were it not better I had never been, 

Than thus to bring affliction and misfortune, 

Thus curſe what thou hadſt made ſo good and fair? 
Rodo. But ſee! the King and cruel prieſts appear, 

Nor can I ſave thee now. Thou haſt thy wiſh; [To Ari. 

But what remains for me? my heart beats faſt, 

And ſwells impatient at the tyrant's fight. 

My blood, erewhile at ebb, now flows again, 

And with new rage I burn. Since love 1s loſt, 

Come thou revenge, ſucceed thou to my boſom, 

And reign in all my ſoul: Yes, I will find her, 

This fatal ſhe, for whom I am deſpis'd. 

Look that ſhe be your maſter piece, ye gods; 1 

Let each celeſtial hand ſome grace impart, B 

To this rare pattern of your forming art; | D 

Such may ſhe be, my jealous rage to move, 
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Such as you never made till now to prove, 
A victim worthy my offended love. (Exit Rodogune. 


Enter at the other Door the King, Prieſts, Guards, and M 
other Attendants, 


King. Haſt thou bethought thee yet, perfidious boy ! 
Wo't thou yet render back thy theft? conſider, 
The 3 is juſt beneath thy feet, | 
*Tis but a moment, and I puſh thee off, 
To plunge for ever in eternal darkneſs, 


Somewhat like nature has been buſy here, Th 
And made a ſtruggle for thee in my ſoul; De 
Reſtore my love, and be again my brother. An 

Ari. Rage, and the violence of lawleſs paſſion, _ 


Have blinded your clear reaſon ; wherefore elſe 
This frantic wild demand! what! ſhould I yield, Spe 
7 5 love, my wife, my Etbelinda, TY 
To anghceſtuous brother's dire embrace? 
Oh hörror— But, to bar the impious thought, 
. Know !——Heav'n and brave Ambreſius are her guard: 7 
| lr this her flight has reach d the Britons camp, a 
And found her ſafety there. 
King. Fled to the Britons / 


Ob A cl 


pA choſen band, led ns haughty Princeſs, 
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Oh moſt accurſed traitor ! let her fly, 
Far as the early day-ſpring in the eaſt, 
Or to the utmoſt ocean, where the ſun 
Deſcends to other ſkies and worlds unknown; 
Ev'n thither ſhall my love take wing and follow, 
To ſeize the flying fair. The Briton.— Gods 
Shall they withhold her! —Firſt, my arms ſhall ſhake 
Their Iſland to the center. But for thee, 
Think'f thou to awe me with that fantom, inceſt ? 
Such empty names may fright thy coward ſoul; by 
But know that mine diſdains em. Bind him ſtraight. i 
[To the Prieſti. ' 
I wo'not loſe another thought about thee. [Te Aribert. | 
Begin the rites, and dye the hallow'd ſteel 
Deep in his chriſtian blood. The Gods demand him. 
Ari. Why then, no more. But if we meet again, 
As, when the day of great account ſhall come, 
Perhaps we may, may ſt thou find mercy there, 
More than thou ſhew'ſt thy brother here. Farewel. x 
King. Farewel, To death with him, and end the dreamer. 


[The Prieſts bind Aribert, and lad him to the Altar, 
evhile the ſolemn muſic is playing. 


Enter Seofrid. 


Segf. Haſte, and break off your unauſpicious rites ; 
The inſtant dangers ſummon you away ; 
Deſtruction threatens in our fighted ſtreets, 
And the Gods call to arms. 
King. What means the fear 
That trembles in thy pale, thy haggard viſage ? 
Speak out,: and eaſe this labour of thy ſoul. 
Sec. Oh flv, my Lord; the torrent grows upon us, 
And while I ſpeak we'er loſt. Fierce Ofa comes; 
From ev'ry part his crowding enſigns enter, 
And this way waving bend. With idle arms 
Your ſoldier careleſs ſtands, and bids 'em paſs ; | 
Some join, but all refuſe to arm againſt 'em; J 
They call 'em friends, companions, and their countrymen. | 


Imperiovs 
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Imperious Rodogune, move ſwiftly hither 
To intercept your paſſage to the palace. 
That only ftrength 1s left, then fly to reach it. 
King. Curſt chance! but haſte, diſpatch that traitor ſtrait; 
They ſba'not bar my vengeance. 
Seof. Sacred Sir, 
Think only on your ſafety. For the Prince, 
Your crown, but more your love, a thouſand reaſons, 
All urge you to defer his fate; time preſſes, 


Or I could ſpeak em plain. 


King. Then hear me, prieſt, 
I give him to thy charge. 
Seof. They come, my Lord. [ Shout, 
King. Look to him well; for, by yon” dreadful altars, 
Thy Life ſhall pay for his, if he eſcape: 
Firſt kill him, plunge thy poniard in his boſom, 
And ſee thy King reveng'd. 
ED Exe. King, Seofrid, Guards and Attendants, 
Prieſt. Be chear'd, my Lord, | 
Nor keep one doubt of me; I am your ſlave. 
'The King is fled, and with him all your dangers. 
Fate has reſerv'd you for ſome glorious purpoſe ; 
And ſee, your guardian goddeſs comes to ſave you, 
To break your bonds and make you ever happy. 


Enter Rodogune, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 


Rodo. Well have our arms prevail'd; Behold, he livess 
Ungrateful as he is, by me he lives. 
Do I not come with too officious haſte, [To Aribert. 
Once more to preſs the burden, life, upon you? 

To offer, with an idiot's importunity, | 
The nauſeous benefit you ſcorn'd before? 

Ari. If I refus'd the bleſſing from your hands, 
Think it not rudely done with ſullen pride; 

Since life and you are-two of Heav'n's belt gifts, 
Yet both ſhould be receiv'd, both kepr with honour, 

Rodo. However live yes, I will bid thee live, 
No matter what enſues. Fly far away, 

Forget me, blot my name from thy remembrance, 


An 
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The pangs that rend my groaning breaſt, tis ſhe, 
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And think thou ow'ſt me nothing What! in bonds! 
Well was the taſk reſerv'd for me. But thus 
I break thy chain would I could break my own. Ade 


| Enter an —4 
Offc. A party of our horſe, that late went forth 
To mark the order of the Britons camp, 
Met in their courſe ſome ſervants of the King; 
For ſo they call'd themſelves. Ours judg'd em traitors, 
And would have ſeiz'd as flying to the foe. 
Aſter a ſharp reſiſtance ſome eſcap'd, 


The reſt, for ſo your princely brother wills, 

Without attend yvur order, | 
Rods. Let em enter, 

A woman! 


Euter Ethelinda, and Ice attendants guarded. 


Ethel. Is there then an end of ſorrows! | 
[Running to Aribert. 

Has then that cruel chance that long purſu'd me, 
That vext me with her various malice long, 
Been kind at laſt, and bleſt me to my wilh, _ 
Lodg'd me once more within thy faithful arms ! f 

Ari. Oh my foreboding heart! oh fatal meeting! 

Ethel. Why droops my love, my lord, my Aribert? 
Why doſt thou ſigh and preſs me? and oh! wherefore, 
Wherefore theſe tears that ftain thy manly viſage ? 
They told me Heav'n had ſtrove for thy deliverance, 


Had rais'd thee up ſome kind, ſome great preſerver, 


To ſave thee from thy cruel brother's hand. 
Why therefore doſt thou mourn, when thou art bleſt? 
Or does ſome new affliction wound thee ? 4ay ; 
Perhaps I am the cauſe. 

Roao. By all the tortures, 
My curſt, my happy rival. See the Hren, 
See how with eager eyes he drinks her charms, 


C 3 | Mark 
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Mark how he liſtens to her ſweet allurements; 
She winds herſelf about his eaſy heart, 
And melts him with her foft enchanting tongue. 
Ethel. Wo't thou not anſwer yet? . 
Ari. Oh Ethelinda! 
Why art thou here ? Is this the Britons camp? 
Is Lucius here? haſt thou a brother here, 
To guard thy helpleſs innocence from wrong ? 
Ethel. Have I not thee ? 
Ari, Me! what can I do for thee ? 
For we are wretched both. | 
Rods. I'll doubt no more. 
My jealous heart confefles her its foe, 
And beats and riſes, eager to oppoſe her; 
Nor ſhall ſhe triumph o'er me. No, ye Gods! 
If I am doom'd by you to be a wretch, 
She too ſhall ſuffer with me. Prince, you ſeem [To Ari. 
To know this pris'ner, whom the Saxen chiefs 
Accuſe of flying to our foes, the Britons. 
However, I will think more nobly of you, 
Than to believe you conſcious of the treaſon : 
Nor can you grieve, if juſtice dooms her to 
That fate ſhe has deſerv'd. Bear her to death, 
[To the Guard, 
Ethel. Alas! to death !—what mean you? ſay by what 
Unknown, unwilling crime have I offended ? 
To you, fair Princeſs, ſince tis you that judge me, 
Tho? now this moment to my eyes firſt known, 
To you I bend, to you I will appeal. [ Kneeling, 
And learn my crime from you. 
- Ari. Learn it from me; 
I am thy crime, tis Aribert deſtroys thee. 
Ethel. If thou art my offence I've finn'd indeed, 
Ev'n to a vaſt and numberleſs account; 
For from the time when I beheld thee firſt, [To Aribert. 
My ſoul has not one moment been without thee ; 
Still thou haſt been my wiſh, my conſtant thought, 
Like light, the daily bleſſing of my eyes, 
And the dear dream of all my ſweeteſt ſlumbers. 
Redo, Oh the diſtracting thought! 


E thel. 


t. 
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Ethel. Nor will you think it [To Rodogune. 

A crime to love, for that I love is true. 

In your fair eyes [ read your native goodneſs. 
Hap'ly ſome noble youth ſhall in your breaſt 
Kindle the pure, the gentle flame, and prove 
As dear to you, as Aribert to me: 

Would it be juit that you ſhould die for loving ? 
Think but on that, and I ſhall find your pity; 
For pity ſure and mercy dwell with love. 

Rods Be dumb for ever, let the hand of death 

Cloſe thy bewitching eyes, and ſeal thy lips, 

That thou may 'ſt look and talk no more deluſion. 

For oh! thy ev'ry glance, each ſound ſhoots thro' me, 
And kills my very heart, Hence, bear her hence. 
My peace is loſt for ever but ſhe dies.— 

Ari. Oh hold! for 

Redo. Wherefore do'ſt thou catch my garment? 
Thou that haſt ſet me on the rack; com it thou 
To double all my pains, and with new terrors, 
Dreadful, to ſhake my agonizing ſoul ? 

Ari, What ſhall I ſay to move thee ? 

Redo. Talk for ever, 

Winds ſaall be ſtill, and ſeas forget to roar, 

The din of babling crowds, and peopled cities, 

All ſhall be huſt'd as death, while thou art ſpeaking. 
For there is muſic in thy voice. 

Ari. Then hear me; | 
With gentleſt patience, with compaſſion hear me, 
Thus while I fall before thee, graip thee thus, 

Thus with a bleeding heart, and ſtreaming eyes, 
Implore thee for my Ethelinda's Life. 

Kdo. Tho' thou were dearer to my doating eyes 
Than all they knew beſides, tho” I could hear thee 
While ages paſt away; yet, by the Gods, 

If ſuch there are, who rule o'er love and jealouſy, 
And ſwell our heaving breaſts with mortal paſſions, 
I ſwear ſhe dies, my hated rival dies. 
Ari. 'Then I have only one requeit to make, 
Which ſha'not be deny'd ; to ſhare one fate, 
And die with her I love. 


C 4 Redo. 
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Reds. Ungrateful wretch ! 
Yet I would make thy life my care 

Ari. No more: 
Now I ſcorn life indeed. Tho' you had beauty, 
More than the great creator's bounteous hand 
Beſtow'd on all his various. works together, 
Tho? all ambition asks, the kingly purple, 
Glory, and wealth, and pow'r, were yours to give, 
Tho? length of days and health were in your hand, 
And all were to be mine, yet I would chuſe 
To turn the gift with indignation back, 
And rather fold my Ezhe/inda thus, 
And ſleep for ever with her in the grave, 

Rods. Then take thy with, and let both die together. 
Yes 1 will tear thee out from my remembrance, 
And he at eaſe for ever. 

Ethel, Oh my love! 
What can I pay thee back for all this truth? 
What! but, like thee, to triumph in my fate, 
And think it more than life to die with thee. 
Haſte then, ye virgins, break the tender turf, 
And let your chaſter hands prepare the bed, 
Where my dear Lord and I muit reſt together 
Then let the mirtle and the roſe be ſtrow'd, 
For tis my ſecond better bridal day. 
On my cold boſom let his head be laid, 
And look that none diſturb us; 
Till the laſt trumpet's ſound break our long ſleep, 
And call us up to everlaſting bliſs. 

Rodo. Hence with 'em, take em, drive 'em from my 

Sight, 

The fatal pair Exeunt Aribert and Ethelinda guarded. 
That look ſhall be my laft. 
I feel my ſoul impatient of its bondage, 
Diſdaining this unworthy idle paſſion, 
And ſtruggling to be free. Now, now it ſhoots, 
It tow'rs upon the wing to crowns and empire; 
While love and Aribert, thoſe meaner names, 
Are left far, far behind, and loft for ever. | 
So if by chance the eagle's noble offspring, 


Ta'en 


If 
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Ta'en in the neſt, becomes ſome peaſant's prize, 
Compell d awhile he bears his cage and chains, 
And like a pris'ner with the clown remains; 

But when his plumes ſhoot forth, and pinions ſwell, 
He quits the ruſtic, and his homely cell, 

Breaks from his bonds, and in the face of day, 
Full in the ſun's bright beams he ſoars away; 
Delights thro' Heav'n's wide pathleſs ways to go, 
Plays with Jove's ſhafts, and graſps his dreadful bow, 


Dwells with immortal gods, and ſcorns the world 
below. 


[Exeunt Rodogune and Attendants, 


C 5 | ACT 
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SCENE The Palace. 
Enter the King and SEtOFRID, 


K INS. 
O! I will follow the fond chaſe no more; 
No more purſue the flying fantom, glory; 
But lay me down, and reſt in ſullen peace; 
Secure of all events to come, and careleſs 
If the Gods guide the world by fate, or fortune. 
Let 'em take back the worthleſs crown they gave. 
Since they refuſe their better bleſſings to me. 
Seof. If not to glory, yet awake to love: 
And tho' regardleſs of your royal ſtate, 
Yet live for Ethelinda, live to ſave her, 
Doom'd by the cruel Rodogune to die! 
Helpleſs and deſolate methinks ſhe ſtands, 
And calls you to her aid. 
King. What! doom'd to die! | 
Shall thoſe dear glowing beauties then cold, 
Pale, ſtiff, and cold ? nor ſhall I fold her once? 
Shall ſhe not pant beneath my ſtrong embrace, 
Swell to defire, and meet my furious joy ? 
Shall ſhe not breathe, and look, and figh, and murmur, 
Till 1 am loſt for ever, ſunk in ecſtaſies, 
And bury'd in ten thouſand thouſand ſweets ? 
What! ſhall ſhe die ? No, by the god of arms, 
No—l1 will once more rouſe me to the war, 
And ſnatch her from her fate. 
Seof. Then hear the means 
By which the Gods preſerve your crown and love. 
Ofwala, of all our Saxen chiefs the firſt, 
And neareſt to your brother's heart, had drawn 
The choſen ſtrength of all the Britiſb Youth, 
Under the leading of the gallant Lucius, 
To fave the Prince from your impending wrath, 


* 


* 
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By ſecret marches they are near advanc'd, 
And meant this night to make their bold attempt. 
King. How favours this my purpoſe ? 
Sea, Thus, my Lord. 
I have prevail'd their force ſhall join with all 
Thoſe faithful Saxons, who are ſtill your ſubjects. 
Your foes, fierce Offa and his haughty ſiſter, 
Secure and inſolent with new ſucceſs, 
Deſpiſe your numbers, and inferior ſtrength, 
And may this night with eaſe become your prey. 
Ofuvald attends without to learn your pleaſure, 
And bear it to the valiant Britiſb chiefs. | 
King. The Britons! Gods !—the nation which I hate. 
That Ofwald too. The traitor ſtill has been 
Avow'd che flave of Aribert, his creature, 
His boſom, faw ning paraſite No matter; 
They ſerve the preſent purpoſe of my heart, 
And I will uſe em now. Taught by thy arts, 
I will look kindly on the wretch I loath, 
And ſmile on him I deſtine to deſtruction. 
Bid him approach. 
[Exit Seofrid, and Re-enter with Oſwald. 
Szof. The valiant Ofwald, Sir. 
King. Your friend has ſpoke at large your bold deſign, 
Worthy your courage, and your princely friend. 
And howſoe'er the medling hand of chance 
Has ſown the unlucky ſeeds of firife between us, 
Yet I have till a brother's part in Aribert. 
Nor ſhall my hand be ſlow to lead you on, 
Till we have driv'n theſe haughty inmates forth, 
And independant fix'd that ſov'reign right, 
Which our brave fathers fought to gain in Britain. 
O. With honourable purpoſe are we come, 
With friendly greeting from the Britons King, 
And the fair offer of an equal peace. 
This only he demands; ſend back the troops 
Which late arriv'd with Ofa, now your foe 
As well as his; and ſet your princely brother, 
With the fair E:helinda, ſafe and free. 
Theſe juſt conditions once confirm'd to Lucius, 
Amtr:fius is the friend of royal Hengiſſ. 
The Britens then ſhall join their arms with yours, 5 
0 
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To drive out theſe unhoſpitable gueſts, 
And leave you peaceful lord of fruitful Kent, 
The firſt 22 of your warlike father. 
King. In friendly part take we his proffer'd love. 
Bear this our ſignet to the gallant Lucius, 


[ Giving his ring to Oſwald. 


Our bond and pledge of peace, which in full form 
We will confirm, ſoon as the preſent danger 

Is well remov'd, and better time allows. 

Haſte thou to join our valiant friends the Brizons ; 
My faithful Scof7:d ſhall ſoon attend you, 

With full inſtructions for your private march, 

And means of entrance here; with the whole order 
In which we mean tattack the common foe. 


Ofxv. I go, my lord, and may the Gods befriend us. Ex. 


[The King looks after Oſwald, then turns and xvalks 
two or three times baſtily crofs the flage. 
Seof. Ha! whence this ſudden ftart! [ 4/zde.] That 
wrathful frown, 
Your eyes fierce glancing, and your changing viſage, 
Now pale as death, now purpled o'er with flame, 
Give me to know your paſnons are at odds, 
And your whole ſoul is up in arms within. 
King. Oh thou haſt read me right, haſt ſeen me well; 
To thee I have thrown off that maſk 1 wore; 
And now the ſecret workings of my brain 
Stand all reveal'd to thee. I tell thee, Seofr:d, 
'There never was a medly of ſuch thinking. 
Ambition, hatred, miſchief and revenge, 
Gather like clouds on clouds; and then anon, 
Love, like a golden beam of light, ſhoots thro”, 
Smiles on the gloom, and my heart bounds with pleaſure, 
But 'tis no time for talk. To S:wva/d fly, 
My ſoldier and my ſervant, often try'd ; 
Bid him draw out a hundred choſen horſe, 
And hold 'em ready by the night's firſt fall. 
Let 'em be all of courage, well approv'd; 
Such as dare follow whereſoe'er I lead, 
Where e er this night, or fate, or love ſhall bear me. 
Seof. I haften to obey you. But alas! 
Might your old man have leave to ſpeak his fears— 


Kinz. 
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King. I read thy care for me in all thoſe fears; 
But be not wiſe too much. Ott thou haſt told me, 
Love is a baſe, unmanly, whining paſſion. 
This night I mean to prove it, and forſake it. 
I was, 'tis true, the ſlave of this ſoft folly, 
And waited at an av ful, abject diſtance, 
Reſtrain'd by idle rules, which ſcornful beauty 
And fullen honour dictate; but no more, 
No! by our Gods, Til ſuffer it no more. 
Se:f. Where will this fury drive you! 
Fing. To my heav'n, 
To Ezhelinda's arms. This very evening, 
While the deluded Britens urge our foes, 
And wreak my vengeance on the Saxon Of, 
Amidſt the firſt diſorder of the fray, 
"Twill not be hard to ſeize the weeping fair; 
And, while the fighting fools contend 1n vain, 
With all the wings the god of love can lead, 
To bear her far away. 
Seof. Ha !—whither mean you 
To bend this raſh (I fear) this fatal flight? 
King. Near where the Medway rolls her gentle waves, 
To meet the Thames in his imperial ſtream, 
Thou know'ft I have a caſtle of ſuch ſtrength, 
As well may ſcorn the menace of a ſiege. 
Thither I mean to bear my lovely prize, 
And, in deſpight of all the envious world, 
There riot in her arms. But break we of. 
Haſte to perform my orders; and then follow, 
And ſhare in all the fortunes of thy King. [Zxiz King, 
: Manet Seofrid. 
Segf. Fools that we are! to vex the lab'ring brain, 
And waſte decaying nature thus with thought; 
Jo keep the weary ſpirits waking ſtill; 
To goad and drive 'em in eternal rounds 
Of reſtleſs wracking care; *tis all in vain. 
Blind goddeſs chance ! henceforth I follow thee, . 
The politicians of the world may talk, 
May make a mighty buſtle with their foreſight, 
Their ſchemes and arts; their wiſdom is thy ſlave. 


LExit Seofrid. 
a CEMNE 
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N TARA 


S C E N E changes to a Temple. 


Tater: Aribert cod Ethelinda. 


Ethel, HEN this, the laſt of all our days of ſorrow, 
Flies faſt, and haſtens to fulfil its courle ; 
When the bleſt hour of death at length is near, 
Why doſt thou mourn? when that good time is come, 
When we ſhall weep no more, but live for ever: 
In that dear place, where no misfortunes come ; 
Where age, and want, and ſickneſs are not known, 
And where this wicked world ſhall ceaſe from troubling ; 
When thick deſcending angels crowd the air, 
And wait with crowns of glory to reward us; 
Why art thou ſad, my love, my lord, my Aribert? 
Ari. It comes, indeed, the cruel moment comes, 
That muſt divide our faithful loves for ever. 
A few ſhort minutes more, and both ſhall periſh, 
Sink to the place where all things are forgotten. 
Our youth and fair affections ſhall be barren; 
Shall know no joys, which other lovers know. 
Shall leave no name behind us, no poſterity. 
Only the ſad remembrance of our woes, 
To draw a tear from each who reads our ſtory. 
And doſt thou ask me wherefore I am ſad ? 
Ethel. Tis hard indeed, 'tis very hard to part. 
Tho' my heart grieves to want its heav'n ſo long, 
Pants for its bliſs, and ſickens with delay; 
Yet I could be content to live for thee. 
Yes, I will own thy image ſtands before me, 
And intercepts my journey to the ſtars, 
Calls back the fervent breathings of my ſoul 
To earth and thee; with longing looks I turn, 
Forget my flight, and linger here below. 
Ari. Is it decreed by Heav'n's eternal will, 
That none ſhall paſs the golden gates above; 
But thoſe who ſorrow here? Mult we be wretched? 
Muſt 
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Maſt be drown'd in many floods of tears, 
To waſh our deep, our inborn ſtains away, 
Or never ſee the ſaints, and taſte their joys ? 

Ecbel. The great o'er-ruling Author of our Beings, 
Deals with his creature Man in various ways, 
Gracious and good in all; ſome feel the rod, 

And own, like us, the father's chaſt'ning hand. 
Sev'n times, like gold, they paſs the purging flame, 
And are at laſt refin'd ; while gently ſome | 
Tread all the paths of life without a rub, 

With honour, health, with friends and pienty bleſs'd, 
Their years roll round in innocence and eaſe, 

Hoary at length, and in a good old age, 

They go declining to the grave in peace, 

Aud change their pleaſures here for joys above. 

Ai. To have ſo many bleſſings heap'd on me, 

Tranſcends my wiſh. I ask'd but only thee. 
Give me, I ſaid, but life and Erhelinda ; 
Let us but run the common courle together, 
Grow kindly old in one another's arras, 
And take us to thy mercy then, good Heav'n. 
But Heav'n thought that too much. 
Ethel. If our dear hopes, 
If what we value moſt on earth, our loves, 
Are blaſted thus by death's untimely hand; 
If nothing good remains for us below, 
So much the rather let us turn our thoughts, 
To ſeek beyond the ſtars our better portion; 
That wond'rous bliſs which Heav'n reſerves in ſtore, 
Well to reward us for our loſſes here; 
That bliſs which Heav'n, and only Heav'n can give, 
Which ſhall be more to thee than Ehelinda, 
And more to me Oh vaſt exceſs of happineſs ! 
Where ſhall my ſoul make room for more than Aribert“ 


Enter Rodogune and Attendants. 


Rode. If, while ſhe lives, ſtill I am doom'd to ſuffer, 
Why am I cruel to myſelf ? No more—— 
'Tis fooliſh pity how ſecure of conqueſt 
The ſoft enchantreſs looks! but be at peace; 


Bear 


5 
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Bear not, my heart, for ſhe ſhall fall thy victim. 
Appear, ye prieſts, ye dreadfal holy men; 
Ye miniſters of the Gods wrath and mine, 

' Appear and ſeize your ſacrifice, this Chriſtian. _ 
Bear her to death, and let her blood atone 
For all the miſchiefs of her eyes and tongue, 


NBA EA CE TCO KA E 


The SCENE awaraws, and diſcovers the inner 
Part of the Temple. A Fire is prepar'd on one 
of the Altars, near it are placd a Rack, Knives, 
Ares, and other mſtruments of Torture; ſeveral 
Priejts attending as for a Sacrifice. | 


SLTUATK ST. 


EE where death comes, array'd in all its terrors ; 
The rack, conſuming flames, and wounding ſteel. 
Your cruel triumph had not been compleat, 
Without this pomp of horror. Come, begin ; 
Tear off my robes, and bind me to the rack ; 
Stretch out my corded ſinews, *till they burſt, 
And let your knives drink deep the Rowing blood. 
You ſhall behold how a Prince ought to die, 
And what a Chriltian dares to ſuffer, 
[The Guards ſeize Aribert and Ethelinda.. 
Of. Hold! 


The Prince's fate is yet deferr'd: The woman 
Is firſt ordain'd to ſuffer. Ere ſhe fall 

A victim to our Gods, ſhe muſt kneel to em, 
Or prove the torture. | 

Ethel. | diſdain thoſe Gods, 

Ofc. Bind her ſtraight, and bear her to the rack. 

Ari. What her! oh mercileſs ! 

Ethel. Oh, ſtay me not, my love! with joy I go, 
To prove the bitter pains of death before thee, 
And lead thee on in the triumphant way. 

Ari. And can my eyes endure it! to behold 
Thy tender body torn ? theſe dear, ſoft arms, 


That 
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That oft have wreath'd their ſnowy folds about me, 
Diſtorted, bent, and broke with rending pain ? 
Oh Rcdogune! read, read in my full eyes, 
More than my tongue can ſpeak, and ſpare my love.— 
Rags, And couldit thou find no other name but that? 
Thy love!-—oh fatal, curſt, diſtracting ſound! 
No, I will ſteel my heart againſt thy pray'r, 
And whiſper to myſelf with ſullen pleaſure, 
The Gods are juſt at length, and thou ſhalt feel 
Pains, ſuch as I have known. 
Ari. Let me but die, = 
Cut of this hated object from your ſight. 
Rodo. Nor that for know that | can too deny, 
And make thee mourn thy coldneſs and diſdain. 
No more! I'll hear no more. 
Ari. They bind her! ice! 
See with rude cords they ſtrain her tender limbs, 
Till the red drops ſtart from their {ſwelling channels, 
And with freſh crimſon paint her dy ing paleneſs, | 
Oh all ye hoſt of Heav'n! ye ſaints and angels! 
Ethel. Oh ſtay thy tears, and mourn no more for me, 
Nor fear the weakneſs of my woman's foul, 
For I am arm'd and equal to the combat. 
In vain they laviſh al! their cruel arts, 
And bind this feeble body here in vain; 
The free, impaſlive ſoul mounts on the wing, 
Beyond the reach of racks, and tort'ring flames, 
And ſcorns their tyranny—— Oh follow thou! 
Be conſtant to the laſt, be fix'd, my 4ribert. 
"T'is but a ſhort, ſhort paſſage to the ſtars. 
Oh follow thou ! Nor let me want thee long, 
And ſearch the bliſsful regions round in vain, 


Enter an Officer. 


Off. Arm, royal maid, and take to your defence, 
The King with ſudden fury ſallies forth, 
And drives our outmoſt guards with foul confuſion. | 
Redo. The king! what frenzy brings the madman on 
Thus headlong to his fate? But let him come, 
His death ſhall fill my triumph—wealth W 
h The 
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The nobleſt, beſt reward, ſhall wait the man, 
Whoſe lucky ſword ſhall take his hated head. 


5 Enter a ſecond Officer, his Sword drawn. 


Second Offic. Hengift is here; he bears down all before him: 

The Britons too have join'd their arms to his, 

And this way bend their force. 

Rode. Fly to my brother, [To her Attendants. 

And call him to our aid. 

[ Shouts within, and claſhing of ſword:, 
King within.) Slave, give me way, 

Or I will tear thy Soul. 
Sold. within.) You paſs not here. 

Seof. within.) What, know'ſt thou not the king ?—— 
oh curſed villain ! 

Enter the King wounded, Seofrid, Oſwald, and Soldiers 
with their ſfuxords drawn. Oſwald runs to Aribert. 
Segf. Perdition on his hand —you bleed, my Lord! 
King. My blood flows faſt—— What, can I languiſh now! 

So near my wiſh—lend me thy arm, old Seof714, 

To bear me to her—ha! bound to the rack! 

Mercileſs dogs—ye moft pernicious ſlaves ! 

And ſtand ye flupid, haggard and amaz'd! 

Fly ſwift as thought, and ſet her free this moment, 

Or by my injur'd love, a name more ſacred 

Than all your function knows, your Gods and you, 

Your temples, altars, and your painted ſhrines, 

Your holy trumpery ſhall blaze together. 

[They unbind Ethelinda. 
Rodo. Tis vain to rave and curſe my fortune now. 

Thou native greatneſs of my ſoul befriend me, 

And help me now to bear it as I ought, . | 
King. The feeble lamp of life ſhall lend its blaze, 

To light me—thus far—only—and no farther. 

| [Falling at Ethelinda's Feet, 

Yet I look up, and gaze on thoſe bright eyes, 

As if I hop'd to gather heat from thence, 

Such as might feed the vital flame for ever. 

Ethel. Alas! you faint! your haſty breath comes ſhort, 

And the red ſtream runs guſhing from your breaſt. 


Call 
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Call back your thonghts from each deluding paſſion, 
And wing your parting ſoul for her laſt flight; 
Call back your thoughts to all your former days, 
To every unrepented act of evil; 
And ſadly deprecate the wrath divine. 
King. Oh! my fair teacher, you adviſe in vain : 
The Gods and I have done with one another, 
This night I meant to rival them in happineſs. 
Spight of my brother, and thy cruel coldnets, 
This night ] meant Chave paſt within thy arms. 
Ethel. Oh! horror ! 
King. But 'tis gone: Thoſe envious Gods 
Have done their worſt, and blaſted all my hopes; 
They have deſpoil'd me of my crown and life, 
By a flave's hand — Bot | forgive 'em thar, 
'Thee—they have robb'd me of my joys in thee— 
Have trod me down to wither in the grave. 
Seof. My maſter, and my King ! 
King. Old man, no more: 
I have not leiſure for thy grief—Farewel— 
Thou, Aribert—— ſhalt live, and wear my crown— 
Take it, and be as curſt with it as I was, | 
But Ethelinda, ſhe too ſhall be thine : 
That—that's too much. This world has nothing in it 
So good to give—the next may have—I know not 
| [7 he King dies. 
Ari. There fled the fierce, untam'd, diſdainful ſoul, 
Turn thee from death, and riſe, my gentle love; 
A day of comfort ſeems to dawn upon us, 
And Heay'n at length is gracious to our wiſhes, 
Ethel. So numberleſs have been my daily fears, 
And ſuch the terrors of my ſleepleſs nights, | 
That till, methinks, I doubt th' uncertain happineſs : 
Tho' at the muſic of thy voice, I own, 
My ſoul is huſht, it ſinks into a calm, 
And takes ſure omen of its peace from thee. 
O/o. To end your doubts, your brother, the brave 
Lucius, [Zo Ethel. 
Will ſoon be here: Ev'n now he ſends me word, 
Fierce Ofa and the Saxons fly before him; 
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The conqu'ring Britons fence you round from danger, 
And peace and ſafety wait upon your loves. 
Ari, Nor you, fair princeſs, frown upon our happineſs, 
Still ſhall my grateful heart retain your goodneſs, 
And ſtill be mindful of the life you gave. 
Nor muſt you think yourſelf a pris'ner here: 
Whene'er you ſhall appoint, a guard attends, 
To wait you to your brother's camp with honour. 
Re. Yes, I will go; fly, far as earth can bear me, 
From thce, and from the face of man for ever. 
Curſt be your ſex, the cauſe of all our ſorrows ; 
Curſt be your looks, your tongues, and your falſe arty, 
That cheat our eyes, and wound our eaſy hearts; 
Curit may you be for all the pains you give, 
And for the fcanty pleaſures we receive; 
Curd be your brutal pow'r, your tyrant ſway, 
By wtach you bend, and force us to obey. 
Oh nature! partial goddeſs, let thy hand, 
Be juſt for once, and equal the command; 
Let woman once be miſtreſs in her turn, 
Subdue mankind beneath her haughty ſcorn, 
And ſmile to ſee the proud oppreſlor mourn. 
Exit Rodogune. 
Ofw. The winds ſhall ſcatter all thoſe idle curſes 
Far, far away from you, while ev'ry bleſling 
Attends to crown you. From your happy nuptials, 
From royal Aribert, of Saxon race, X 
Join'd to the faireſt of the Bri#1/9 dames, 
Methinks I read the people's future happineſs ; 
And Britain takes its pledge of peace from you. 
Ethel. Nor are thoſe pious hopes of peace in vain; 
Since I have often heard a holy ſage, 
A venerable, old, and ſaint-like hermit, 
With viſions often bleſt, and oft in thought 
Rapt to the higheſt, brighteſt ſeats above, 
Thus, with divine, prophetic knowledge fill d, 
Diſcloſe the wonders of the times to come. 
Of royal race a Britiſb Queen ſhall riſe, 
Great, gracious, pious, fortunate and wiſe; 
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To diſlant lands ſhe ſhall extend her fame, 


And leave to latter times a mighty name : | 
Tyrants ſhall fall, and faithleſs Kings ſhall bleed, 
And groaning nations by her arms be freed. 

But chief this happy land her care ſhall prove, 
And find from her a more than mother's love. 
From hoſtile rage ſhe ſhall preſerve it free, 

Safe in the compaſs of her ambient ſea: 

Tho' fam'd her arms in many a cruel fight, 

Yet moſt in peaceful arts ſhe ſhall delight, 

And her chief glory ſhall be to Ux1TEe. 

Pifs, Saxons, Angels, ſhall no more be known, 
But Briton be the noble name alone. 

With joy their ancient hate they ſhall forego, 
While diſcord hides her baleful head below : 
Mercy, and truth, and right ſhe ſhall maintain, 
And ev'ry virtue crowd to grace her reign: 
Auſpicious Heav'n on all her days ſhall ſmile, 
And with eternal Ux1on bleſs her Britiſb Iſle. 


[Exeunt, 
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Spoken by Mrs. Oldfield, who acted 
| Ethelinda. 


HE bus'neſs of the day being now gone through, 
T quit the ſaint, and am like one of you; 
As well to hook to, tho) not quite ſo good; 
T bate in ſpirit, but keep my fleſh and blood. 
The moral of this play being rightly ſcann'd, 
L, he that leaves his nown dear wife is damm a. 
I have to you to make the application: 
The doctrine, tho a little out of faſhion, 
May be of uſe in this ſame finful nation. 
What think you of the matter? which of you 
Would, for his ſpouſe, like my true turtle do? 
When wealth and beauty both at once importune, 
Who would not leave his wife, to make his fortune ? 
To ſome, 1 know, it may appear but odly: 
That this place, of all others, ſhould turn godly : 
But what of that ? fince ſome good ſouls there are, 
Would gladly be inſtructed any where ; 
Nor ſhould you ſcorn the weakneſs of the teacher. 
The wiſeſt man is not the ableſt preacher. 
Ew'n we poor women, have ſometimes the pow'r, 
Read 4s you are, and rich in learning's flore, { 
To teach you men what you ne er knew before. 
To no enthufiaſtic rage we favell, 
Nor foam, nor act Tom Tumbler out of zeal. 


But 
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But tho) we don't pretend to inſpiration, g 


Yet, like the prophets of a neighbour nation, 

Our teaching chiefly lies in AG1TAT1ION. 
Perhaps, indeed, ſuch are your wand"ring brains, 
Our author might baue ſpar d his tragic pains ; 
By that you ve ſupp d, and are ſet in to drinking, 
Some fweeter matters will employ your thinking ; 
With nymphs divine, writ on each glaſs before ye, 
You'll be but little better for our flory. 

But fince the parting hour, tho" late, will come, 

And all of you, at leaſt as I preſume, 
May find ſome kind, inſtructi ve ſhe at bome, 

Then curtain lectures will, I hope, be read, 
Theſe morals the.., which from your thoughts were fled, 
Shall be put home to you, and taught a- bed. 
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